<< 


y 
i, 
© 
if 
a 
¥ 
a“ 
f 
E 
G 
f 
Z 


ae ean. emit p matte ees oe ee 


ess Re GN SSS NS _ ~~ Let am 2 es tea NS : CRRA Ae uh 


y 
¢ 
e 


Se NA SSS SANSA Ss Ry 


OL Oo BALE AD 
’ HISTORICAL ann NARRATIVE, 
WITH SOME OF MODERN DATE; 


Now firft collected, and reprinted from rare Copies and MSS. 
WT DT EN, Oe TB: Se 
By THOMAS EVANS. 
VOL. III. 


Yaac Saylor dc.eb peuljv. 


Vi ‘ths L rough e a cst iC Sorte he AOL O Pon Fhe jx 
Uid Hbte cagth & Nalite neade Cmends for rl 


] x ewe. 


. 


2 
€ 
if 
ht 
a 
f 
¢ 
zl 
al 
4 
# 
€ 


OS ge Rae => a ansaid te estes SRS rer <r ; = ; 
OR ae Nc RR 


DRE} ST ee 


y 
SSSR 


CONTENTS OF VOLUME THE THIRD. 


1 T H E hermit of Warkworth — — pag. 

2 The Graham — ae pee 

3 Athelgiva — —_ = wat ae 

4 The death fong of Ragnar Lodbrach, king of 
Denmark — wee kas nes 

8 The drinking horn of Owen — —_ 

6 Elphin’s confolation — — Ba 3 i 

» The triumphs of Owen — me ee 


- § The death of Hoel -_- — —_— — 
9 Lhweyn and Gyneth — — ~ 
10 The caroufal of Odin aes — aa 
11 The field of baitle ete a es 
12 Complaint of Richard Coeur de Lion — 
13, Military fong on the French champion Roland 
14 Song from Thibaut king of Navarre —_ 


15 Complaint of the lord of Crequi sas ok 


16 Complaint the fecond of the lord of Crequi — 
17 The Laidley Worm - vane — 
18 King Zayde and Zelindaxa we — 
19 The Spanijfh tragedy = ae hts 
20 Roman charity a ~~ ts aoe 
at Wars of Edward Il, =~ —_ Aue 


ee ee 
ap. abe of 
. be 


Lae] 


= 


bey 
(oh Cn a Oe at 
Wh We tev 


ee en | 
Oo SE St ON 
G2 « de WN 


> 


aioe 


ig2 
201 


22 Rufall 


SATA SA BAA I 


C O8N TT. B UN wep ies 


22 Rufull lamentation on the death of queen Eli- 
zabeth, wife of Henry VII, — — 205 
23 Marriage of Margaret daughter of Henry VII, 207 
24 Doleful complaints of Anne Boleyn — —. 209 
25 The earl of Surrey’s lamentation — — 211 
26 Caveat againft idle rumours aol — 218 
27 The lover's indifference — ~~ — 220 
28 Lhe batchelor’s plea againft matrimony — 222 
29 The batchelor’s plea for matrimony — mont, 22.3 
30 Lhe fympathifing lover _ — — 226 
31 The amourous diftrefs a —_ — 227 
32 Lhe loyal lover — — = — 229 
33 The lover's expoftulation — — — 231 
34 The renuing of love od — Bay: 
35 The pleafures of love ae ion ents 
36 Sonnet by the earl of Effex — — 


37 Sonnet on Elizabeth Markham Ee 


234 
236 
a7 
24% 
38 Black fanctus, or monke’s hymn to frunte Sa- 

tane ~—- ~~ — — 
39 Yranflation of the black Sanctus ~— — 243 
40 The praife of wine, by Walter de Mapes — 246 


4t The indolent man — _ _ — 246 
42 The poor child — —e — — 260 
43% Poetical chronicle of England _ a A 
44 Lhe mercer’s fon of Midhurft — — 2683 


45 A moft notable example of an ungracious fon 


275 
46 Hi enry and Catherine — ~= — 282 
49 The mad Soepherdefs — peat eis A 


48 Celadox 


COON Tee NT 


48 Celadon and Lydia _ _ _— 


49. Cadwallo and Elmira — — a) 
50 Lhe prophecy of queen Emma — ames 
51 Lhe death of earl Ofwald — —_— 
52 Sir Fames of Perth a — na 


$3 Hume and Murray om —_ Ae Hiaces 
54 Love and grief, or the death of the Sutherlands 


SCOT Ie BY 
Vie * we . : a, 
> A eee 


— 


~ fae 


1 


SATA AAA AS 


The following elegant Editions are juft publithed, 
By ob. “EV ATS. 


DesipERATA CURIOSA, a Colledtion of very 
curious Tracts on Britifh Hiftory and Antiquity. Pu- 
biifhed ~ from “original Manufcripts, by FRANCcIs’ Peck, 
M. A.-Rector of -Godeby,. near Melton, Leicefterfhire. 
In 2 vols. Royal Quarto, with Plates; Price 1]. 178. 6d. 
jn Boards. 


In two large Volumes, oftavo, illuftrated with Maps, 
Price, in Boards, 10s. 6d. 


THE HISTORY of the PELOPONNESIAN WAR, 
tranflated from the Greek of THUCYDIDES; to whicB 
gre annexed three preliminary Difcourfes. 
z- On the Life of Thucydides, 
e¢. On his Qualifications as an Hiftorian. 
3- A Survey of the Hiftory. 
Bys WILLIAM SECT, ALM 


Rector of the Parith af the Holy Trinity, in Chefter, and 
Chaplain to the Earl of Derby. 


“© The Publi¢ is here prefented with a Tranflation of 
** one of the beft hiftories of antiquity ; a hiftory full of 
** important inftruction, the pernicious confequence of 
¢ faction in flates, the tendency that power rigoroufly 
*€ or wantonly exercifed, has to make men de{pérate, 


«¢ and that hberty, when abufed, has to make them in- 
* folent, ts no where more ftrongly reprefented than in 


«‘ the grave, the judicious Thucydides: In him, too, 
*¢ we fee falfe patriots and venal orators dreffed out in 
genuine colours, and thofe who employ their eloquence 
** and abifitics to promote the public intereft, and exert 
themnfclves to the utmoft of their power in fupport of 
“« Iberty, drawn at full length and in juft proportions. 

“* With regard to the tranflation now before us, we 


* thall only fay, that its merit is fuperior to any praife we 
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HERMIT OF WARKWORTH, 


A NORTHUMBERLAND BALLAD» 
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IN THREE FITS OR CANTGS, | 
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TO HER GRACE 
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DUCHESS AND COUNTESS OF 


MO RT U MB BCRVLYeACN -D, 


IN HER OWN RIGHT 


BARONESS PERCY, kc. &c. &c. 


FDown in a northern vale wild flowrets grew, 
And lent new fweetnefs to the fummer gale ; 
The Mufe there found them all remote from view, 


Obfcur’d with weeds, and fcatter’d o’er the dale. 


O Lady, may fo flight a gift prevail, 
And at your gracious hands acceptance find ? 
Say, may an antient legendary tale 
Amufe, delight, or move the polith’d mind? 


Surely the cares and woes of human kind, 
Tho’ fimply told, will gain each gentler ear ; 
But all for you the Mufe her lay defign’d, 
And bade your noble Anceftors appear ; 


She feeks no other praife, if you commend, 
Her great proteétrefs, patronefs, and friend. 
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WARKWORTH CASTLE, in Northumberland, 
ftands very boldly on a neck of land near the fea-fhore, 
almoft furrounded by the river CoqyeEt, (called by our 
old Latin Hiftoriaris, Coguepa) which runs with a 
clear rapid ftream, but when fwoln with rains becomes 
violent and dangerous, 


About a mile from the Caftle, in a deep romantic val4 
ley, are the remains of a HermiracE; of which the 
Chapel is ftillintire. This is hollowed with great ele. 
gafite in a cliff near thé river; as are alfo two adjoining: 
apartments, which probably ferved for the Sacrifty and 
Veftry, or were appropriated to fome other facred ufes ; 
for the former of thefe, which runs parallel with the 
Chapel, appears to have had an altar in it, at which mafs 
was occafionally celebrated, as well as in the Chapel its 


felf, 


Each of thefe apartments is extremely fmall; for that 
which was the principal Chapel does not in length ex- 
ceed eighteen feet; nor is more than feven feet and a 
half in breadth and height: It is, however, very beauti- 
fully defigned and executed in the folid rock; and has 


all the decorations of a compleat Gothic Church or Cae 
thedral in miniature, 


But 


ADVERTISEMENT. w 


But what principally diftinguifhes the Chapel, is a 
{mall Tomb or Monument, on the South fide of the altar 5 
on the top of which lies a Female Figure extended in the 
manner that effigies are ufually exhibited praying on an- 
cient tombs. This figure, which is very delicately de- 
figned, fome have ignorantly called an image of the Vir- 
gin Mary ; though it has not the leaft refemblance to 
the manner in which fhe is reprefented in the Romifh 
churches; who is ufually erect, as the object of adora- 
tion, and never ina proftrate or recumbent pofture. In- 
deed the real image of the Bleffed Virgin probably ftood 
in a {mall nich, ftill vifible behind the altar: Whereas 
the figure of a Bull’s Head, which is rudely carved at 
this Lady’s feet, the ufual place for the Creft in old mo= 
numents, plainly proves her to have been a very different 
perfonage. 


About this tomb are feveral other Figures: which, as 
well as the principal one above mentioned, are cut in the 
natural rock, in the fame manner as the little Chapel it~ 
felf, with all its Ornaments, and the two adjoining Apart- 
ments. What flight traditions are fcattered through the 
country concerning the origin and foundation of this 
Hermitage, Tomb, &c. are delivered to the readér in 
the following rhimes, 


It is univerfally believed, that the Founder was one of 
the Bertram family, which had once confiderable pofe 
feffions in Northumberland, and were anciently Lords 
ef Bothal Caftle, fituate about ten miles from Wark- 
Bs worth. 
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worth. He has been thought to be the fame BerTRAM 
that endowed Brinxsurn Priory, and built BrenKk- 
sHAUGH Chapel; which both ftand in the fame winding 
valley, higher up the river. 


But Brinxsurn Priory was founded in the reign of 
King Henry I. * whereas the form of the Gothic Win- 
dows in this Chapel, efpecially of thofe near the altar, 

re found rather to refemble the ftyle of architeCture that 
prevailed about the reign of King Edward III. And 
indeed that the {culpture in this Chapel cannot be much 
older, appears from the Creft which is placed at the La- 
dy’s feet on the tomb; for Camden + informs us, that 
armorial crefts did not become hereditary till about the 
reign of King Edward II. 


Thefe appearances flill extant, ftrongly confirm the 
account given in the following poem, and plainly prove 
that the Hermit of WarkworrTu was not the fame 
perfon that founded Brinksurn Priory in the twelfth 
century, but rather one of the Bertram family, whe 
lived at a later period. 


* Tanner’s Notitia Monaflica. + See his Remains, 
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FIT was the word ufed by the-old minfirels to Size 
nify a Part or Divifion of their Hiftorical Songs, and 
avas peculiarly appropriated to this Kind of Compofitions. 
See Reliques of Ancient Englifh Poetry, Vol. Il. p. 166 
and 397, Second Edition. 


DaARXK was the night, and wild the ftorm, 
And loud the torrent’s roar ; 

And loud the fea was heard to dafh 
Againft the diftant fhore. 


Mufing on man’s weak haplefs {tate, 
The lonely Hermit lay ; 
When, lo! he heard a female voice 


Lament in fore difmay- 
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With hofpitable hafte he rofe, 


And wak’d his fleeping fire ; 
And, fnatching up a lighted brand, 
Forth hied the rev’rend fire. 


All fad beneath a neighbouring tree 
A beauteous maid he found, 

Who beat her breaft, and with her tearg 
Bedew’d the mofly ground, 


O! weep not, lady, weep not fo; 
Nor let vain fears alarm ; 

My little cell fhall fhelter thee, 
And keep thee fafe from harm. 


It is not for myfelf I weep, 
Nor for myfelf I fear ; 

But for my dear and only friend, 
Who lately left me here; 


And while fome fheltering bower he fought, 
Within this lonely wood, 

Ah! fore I fear his wandering feet 
Ffave flipt in yonder flood, 


O! truft in heaven, the Hermit faid, 
And to my cell repair; ~ 

Doubt not but I thall find thy friend, 
And eafe thee of thy care, 


Thes 
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Then climbing up his rocky ftairs, 
He fcales the cliff fo high; 

And calls aloud, and waves his light 
To guide the ftranger’s eye. 


Among the thickets long he winds 
With careful fteps and flow: 

At length a voice return’d his call, 
Quick anfwering from below; 


©! tell me, father, tell me true, 
If you have chanc’d to fee 

A gentle maid, I lately left 
Beneath fome neighbouring trees 


But either I have loft the place, 
Or fhe hath gone aftray : 

And much I fear this fatal fiream 
Hath {natch’d her hence away. 


Praife heaven, my fon, the Hermit faid ; 
The lady’s fafe and well: 

And foon he join’d the wandering youth, 
And brought him to his cel. 


Then well was feen, thefe gentle friends 
They lov’d each other dear : 

The youth he prefs’d her to his heart 

The maid let fall a tear. 
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Ah! feldom had their hoft, I ween, 
Beneld fo fweet a pair: 

The youth was tall, with manly bloom ; 
She flender, foft, and fair. 


The youth was clad in foreft green, 
With bugle-horn fo bright : 
She in a filken robe arid fearf 


Snatch’d up in hafty fight. 


Sit down, my children, fays the Sage ; 
Sweet reft your limbs require : 

Then heaps frefh fewel on he hearthy 
And mends his little fire. 


Partake, he faid, my fimple ftore, 
Dried fruits, and milk, and curds ; 

And fpreading all upon the board, 
Invites with kindly words. 


Thanks, father, for thy bounteous fare, 
The youthful couple fay : 

Then freely ate, and made good cheer; 
And talk’d their cares away- 


Now fay, my children, (for perchance 
My councel may avail) 

What ftrange adventure brought you here 
Within this lonely dale > 


Firft tell me, father, faid the youth, 
(Nor blame mine eager tongue) 
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What town is here ? What lands are thefe ? 


And to what lord belong ? 


Alas! my fon, the Hermit faid, 
Why do I live to fay, 

The rightful lord of thefe domains 
Is banifh’d far away ? 


Ten winters now have fhed their fnows, 
On this my lowly hall, 

Since valiant Horspur (fo the North 
Our youthful lord did call) 


Againft Fourth Henry BoLinGBRoKE 
Led up his northern powers, 

And ftoutly fighting, loft his life 
Near proud Salopia’s towers. 


One fon he left, a lovely boy, 
His country’s hope and heir ; 
And, oh! to fave him from his foes 
It was-his grandfire’s care. 


In Scotland fafe he plac’d the child 
Beyond the reach of ftrife, 

Nor long before the brave old Earl 

At Bramham loft his life. 
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And now the Percy name, fo long 
Our northern pride and boaft, 
Lies hid, alas! beneath a cloud ; 


Their honours reft and loft. 


No. chieftain of that noble houfe 
| Now leads our youth to arms ; 
The bordering Scots defpoil our fields, 
And ravage all our farms. 


‘Their halls and caftles, once fo far, 
Now moulder in decay ; 

Proud ftrangers now ufurp their lands, 
And bear their wealth away. 

Wor far from hence, where yon full ftream 
Kuns winding down the lea, 

Fair Warkwortu lifts her lofty towers, 


1 a Ne Be oe 8 
And overlooks the fea, 


Thofe towers, alas! now ftand forlorn, 
With noifome weeds o’erfpread, 
Where feafted lords, and courtly dames, 
And where the poor were fed. 
Meantime far off, mid Scottith hills, 
The Percy lives unknown: 
4 
On ftrangers’ bounty he depends, 


And may fot claim his own. ™ 
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O might I with thefe aged eyes 
But live to fee him here, 

‘Then fhould my foul depart in. blifgt 
He faid, and dropt a tear. 


And is the Percy ftill fo loved 
f all his friends and thee ? 
Then blefs me, father, faid the youth, 
For I thy gueft am Her. 


Silent he gaz’d, then turn’d afide 
To wipe the tears he fhed; 

And lifting up his hands and eyes 
Pour’d bleffings on his head. 


? 


Welcome, our dear and much-lov’d lord, 


Thy country’s hope and care ; 
But who may this young lady be, 
That is fo wondrous fair ? 


Now, father, liften to my tale, 
Ané thou fhalt know the truth : 

And let thy fage advice dire 
My unexperienc’d youth. 


In Scotland I’ve been nobly bred 
Beneath the Regent’s * hand, 
In feats of arms, and every lore, 

To fit me for command. 


* Rogert Stuart, duke of Albany. See the continuator of 


(KQ5 


Foxpun’s Scoti-Chronicon, cap. 18, cap. 23, &¢ 
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With fond impatience long I burn’d, 
My native land to fee: 

At length I won my guardian friend, 
To yield that boon to me. 


Then up and down in hunter’s garb 
q I_ wandered as in chace, 

I Till in the noble Nev1Lx’s + houfe 
| I gain’d a hunter’s place. 


Sometime with him I liv’d unknown, 
Till I’d the hap fo rare, 
To pleafe this young and gentle dame, 


That baron’s daughter fair. 


Wow, Percy, faid the blufhing maid, 
The truth I mutt reveal ; 
Souls great and generous, like to thine, 


Their noble deeds conceal. 


It happened on a fummer’s day, 
Led by the fragrant breeze, 
I wandered forth to take the air 
Among the green-wood trees. . 


Sudden a band of rugged Scots, 

That near in ambufh lay, 
Mofs-troopers from the border-fide, 

There feiz’d me for their: prey. 

+ RaLtpeuH Nevitcie, firft Earl of Weftmoreland, who chiefly 
refided at his two Caftles of BRancEPETH, and Rasy, both in 


the bifhoprick of Durham, 
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But heaven, that faw my grief, 
Brought this brave youth within my call, F 
Who flew to my relief. Wi 


My fhrieks had all been fpent in vain, 


With nothing but his hunting fpear, 
And dagger in his hand, 

He {prung like lightning on my foes, 
And caus’d them foon to ftand. 


He fought, till more affiftance came; 
The Scots were overthrown ; 

Thus freed me, captive, from their bands, 
To make me more his own. 


O happy day! the youth replied : 
Bleit were the wounds I bare ! 

From that fond hour the deign’d to {mile, 
And liften to my prayer. 


And when fhe knew my name and birth, 
She vowed to be my bride ; 

But oh! we fear’d, (alas, the while ') 
Her princely mother’s pride : 


Sifter of haughty Borincroxe,* 
‘Our houfe’s ancient foe, 

To me I thought a banifh’d wight 
Could ne’er fuch favour fhow, 


* Joan, Countefs of Weftmoreland, mother of the young lady, 
was daughter of Joun of Gaunt, and half-fifter of K, Henry IV. 
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Defpairing then to gain confent ; 


At length to fly with me 
1 won this lovely timourous maid 3 
Fo Scotland bound are we. 


This evening, as the night drew on, 
Fearing we were purfu’d, 

We turn’d adown the right-hand path, 
And gain’d this lohely wood : 


Then lighting from our weary fleeds 
Yo fhun the pelting thower, 

We met thy kind conduéting hand, 
And reach’d this friendly bower. 

Now reft ye both, the Hermit faid ; 
Awhile your cares forego: 

Nor, lady, {corn my humble bed ; 
——- We'll pafs the night below. } 


4 Adjoining to the cliff, which contains the Chapel of the Het~ 
mitage, are the remains of a fmall building, in which the Hermit 
dwelt. ‘This confifted of one lower apartment, with a little Bed~ 


chamber over it, and is now in ruins : whereas the Chapel, cut i 
the folid rock, is Mill very intire and perfect. 
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LOVELY finit'd the bluthing morn, 
And every ftorm was fled: 

But lovelier far, with fweeter finile, 
Fair ELeanor left her bed. 


She found her Henry all alone, 
And cheer’d him with her fight $ 
The youth confulting with his friend 
Had watch’d the livelong night, 


What fweet furprize o’erpower’d her breaft ! 
Her cheek what bluthes dyed ! 

When fondly he befought her there 
To yield to be his bride. 


Vot, III, Cc 
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Within this lonely hermitage 
‘There is a chapel meet: 

Then grant, dear maid, my fond requeft, 
And make my blifs compleat. 


O Henry! when thou deign’ft to fue, 
Can I thy fuit withitand ¢ 

When thou, low’d youths. haft won my heart, 
Can I refufe my hand ? 


For thee I left afather’s fmiles, 
And mother’s tender care ; 

And whether weal or woe betide, 
Thy lot I mean to fltare. 


And wilt thou then, O generous maid & 
Such matchlefs favour fhow, 

To fhare with me a banifh’d wight 
My peril, pain, or woe ? 


Now heaven, I truft, hath joys in ftore 
To crown thy conftant breaft ; 

For, know, fond hope affures my heart, 
That we fhall foon be bleft. 


Not far from hence ftands Coqver Ifle,* 
Surrounded by the fea ; 
There dwells a holy friar, well-known 
To all thy friends and thee : 
* In the little Ifland of CogueT, near Warkworth, are fill feen 


the ruins of a Cell, which belonged to the Benedictine monks of 
Tiaemeouth-Abbey. @ 
tH 
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*Tis father Bernard, fo rever’d 
For every worthy deed ; 

To Rasy caftle he fhall go, 
find for us kindly plead. 


To fetch this good and holy man 
Our reverend hoft is gone ; 

And foon, I truft, his pious hands 
Will join us both in one. 


Thus they in fweet and tender talk 
The lingering hours beguile : 

At length they fee the: hoary fage 
Come from the neighbouring ifle, 


With pious joy and wonder mix’d 
He greets the noble pair, 

And glad confents to join their hands 
With many a fervent prayer. 


Then ftraight to Rary’s diftant walls 
Fe kindly wends his way ; 

Mean-time in love and dalliance fiveet 
They fpend the livelong day. 


And now attended by their hoft,’ 
The Hermitage they view’d, 
Deep-hewn within a’ craggy cliff, 
And over-hung with wood. 
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And near a flight of fhapely fteps, sit 
All cut with niceft fkill, 
And piercing thro’ a ftony Arch, : 


Ran winding up the hill. 


: There.deck’d with many, a flower and herb 
i His little Garden ftands ; 


With fruitful trees in fhady rows, Kas nant 
| All planted by his hands. GW 
Then, fcoop’d within the folid rock, ay 


Three facred vaults he fhows ; 
The chief a chapel, neatly arch’d, 
On branching Columns rofe, a 


Each proper ornament was there, 
That fhould a chapel grace ; 
The Lattice for confefion fram’d, 

And Holy-water Vafe. 4 


O’er either door a facred text 
Invites to godly fear ; 

And in a little Scutcheon. hung 
The crofs, and crown, and fpear. 


Up to the Altar’s ample breadth 
Two eafy fteps afcend ; 

And near a glimmering folemn light 
Two well-wrought Windows lend. 


Befide 
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Befide the altar rofe a Tomb 
All in the living ftone ; 


On which a young and beauteous Maid 
In goodly fculpture fhone. 


| A kneeling Angel fairly carv’d 
Lean’d hovering o’er her breatt ; 
A weeping warrior at her feet ; 


| 
: 
And near to thefe her Creft.* 


The cliff, the vault, but chief the tomb, 
Attract the wondering pair: 

Eager they afk, What haplefs dame 
Lies feulptur’d here fo fair ? 


The Hermit figh’d, the Hermit wept, 
For forrow fcarce could fpeak : 

At length he wip’d the trickling tears 
That all bedew’d his cheek : 


Alas! my children, human life 
Is but a vale of woe; 

And very mournful is the tale, 
Which ye fo fain would know. 


* This is a Bull’s Head, the creft of the Wippnrine ton family. 
All the Figures, &c. here defcribed are ftill vifible, only fomewhat 
effaced with length of time. 
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THE HERMIT’ » TALE 


YOUNG lord, thy grandfire had a friend 
In days of youthful fame ; 

Yon diftant hills were his domains ; 
Sir BERTRAM was his name. 


Wheree’er the noble Percy fought 
His friend was at his fide ; 

And many a fkirmifh with the Scots 
Their early valour try’d. 


Young Bertram lov’d a beauteous maid, 
As fair as fair might be ; 

The dew-drop on the lily’s cheek 
Was not fo fair as fhe. 


Fair WippDRINGTON the maiden’s name, 
Yon-tow’rs her dwelling place ;* 

Her fire an old Northumbrian chief 
Devoted to thy race. 


Many a lord, and many a knight, 
To this fair damfel came ; 

But Bertram was ber only choice ; 
For him fhe felt a flame. 


* WIDDRING TON Caftle is about five miles fouth of Warkworth. 
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Lord Percy pleaded for his friend, 

| Her father foon confents ; 

None but the beauteous maid herfelf 
His wifhes now prevents. 


But fhe with ftudied fond delays 
Defers the blifsful hour ; 
And loves to try his conftancy, 


And prove her maiden power. 


That heart, fhe faid, is ighty priz’d, 
Which is teo lighty won ; 

And long fhall. rue that eafy maid 
Who ytelds her love too fcon. 


Lord Percy made-a folemn feaft 
In Alnwick’s princely hall: 

And there came lords, and there came knights, 
His chiefs and barons all. 


With waffel, mirth, and revelry 
The caftle rung around : 

Lord Percy call’d for fong and harp, 
And pipes of martial found. 


The minftrels of thy noble houfe 
All clad in robes of blue, 

With filver crefcents on their arms 

Attend in order due. 
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The great atchievements of thy race 
They fung: their high command: 

*¢ How valiant MainrFrep o’er the feas 
‘¢ Firft led his northern band.* 


* Brave GALFRED next to Normandy 
*¢ With venturous Rollo came ; 

** And from his Norman caftles won, 
‘* Affum’d the Percy name.} 


*¢ They fung, how in the Conqueror’s fleet 
** Lord Wiir1am fhipp’d his powers, 

‘¢ And gain’d a fair young Saxon bride, 
*¢ With all her lands and towers.} 


* See Dugdale’s Baronage, page 269, &c. 


t+ In Lower Normandy are three Places of the name of Percy : 
whence the Family took the furname of Dz Percy. 


{ Wivxram vz Perey, (fifth in Defcent from GALFRED, or 
Gerrrey pe Percy, fon of MaInF RED) affifted in the conqueft 
of England, and had given him the large poffefiions in Yorkthire, 
of EMMA DE Porte, (fo the Norman writers name her) whofe 
father, a great Saxon lord, had been flain fighting along with Ha- 
rold. This young lady, Witxuiam, from a principle of honour 
and generofity, married: for having had all her lands beftowed upon 
him by the Conqueror, «€ he, (to ufe the words of the old Whitby 
“ Chronicle) wedded hyr that was very heire to them, in dif- 
“< charging of his confcience.” See Harl. MSS. 692. (26.) = He 
died at Mountjoy, near Jerufalem, in the firft Crufade. 
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«¢ Then journeying to the Holy Land, 
‘¢ There bravely fought and dy’d: 
But firft the filver Crefcent wan, 

‘¢ Some Paynim Soldan’s pride. 


$ 


“~ 


“© They fung, how Acnes, beauteous heir, 
*¢ The queen’s own brother wed, 


‘¢ Lord JosceLine, fprung from Charlemagne, 
‘¢ In princely Brabant bred.* 


«* How he the Percy name reviv’d, 
*¢ And how his noble line 

* Still foremoft in their country’s caufe, 
‘¢ With godlike ardour fhine.” 


With loud acclaims the liftening crowd 
Applaud the mafter’s fong, 

And deeds of arms and war became 
The theme of every tongue, 


Now high heroic-aéts they tell, 
Their perils paft recall : 

When, lo! a damfel, young and fair, 
Stepp’d forward thro’ the hall. 


* AGNES DE Percy, fole heirefs of her houfe, married Jos< 
CELINE DE Louvain, youngeft fon of Godfrey Barbatus, duke 
of Brabant, and brother of queen Adeliza, fecond wife of king 
Henry I. He took the name of Percy, and was anceftor of the 
earls of Northumberland. His fon, lord Ricuarp DE PERCY, 
was one of the twenty-fix barons, chofen to fee the Magna Charta 


duly obferved. 


She 
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Sag. che Bertram courteoufly addrefs’d ; 
Sir knight, the lady of thy love 
Hath fent this gift to thee. 


Then forth fhe drew a ghttering helme, 
Well-plated many a fold, 

The cafque was wrought of temper’d ftcel, 
The creft of burnith’d gold, 


Sir knight, thy lady fends thee this, 
And yields to be thy bride, 

Wher thow hait prov’d this maiden pift 
Where fharpeft blows are try’d. 


Young Bertram took the fhining helme, 
And thrice he kifs’d the fame : 

‘Fruit me, I'll prove this precious cafque 
With deeds of nobleft fame, — 


Lord Percy, and his barons bold, 
i| Then fix upon a day 
| To {cour the marches, late oppreit, 
And Scottith wrongs repay. 


The knights ailembled on the hills 
A thoufand horfe and more; 
aa) 


Brave Widdrington, tho’ fank in years, 


"Fhe Percvy-ftandard bore. 
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‘Tweed’s limpid current foon they pals, 


And range the borders round ; 
Down the green flopes of Tiviotdale 
Their bughle-horns refound. 


| As when a lion in his den 

Hath heard the hunter’s cries, 

And rufhes forth to meet his foes, 
So did the Douctas rife. 


Attendant on their chief’s command 
A thoufand warriors wait : 

And now the fatal hour drew on 
Of cruel keen debate, 


A chofen troop of Scottifly youths 
Advance before the reft ; 

Lord Percy mark’d their gallant mien, 
And thus his friend addrefs’d. 


Now, Bertram, prove thy Lady’s heline, 
Attack yon forward band ; 

Dead or alive I’ll refcue thee, 
Or perifh by their hand. 


Young Bertram bow’d, with glad affent, 
And fpurr’d his eager fteed, 
And calling on his Lady’s name, 


Rufh’d forth with whirlwind fpeed. 
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As when a grove: of fapling oaks 
The livid lightning rends; 

So fiercely ’mid the oppofing ranks 
Sir Bertram’s {word defcends. 


This way and that he drives the fteel, 
) And keenly pierces thro’ ; 
And many a tall and comely knight 
With furious force he flew. 


Now clofing faft om every fide 
They hem Sir Bertram round; 

But dauntlefs he repels their rage, 
And deals forth many a wound. 


The vigour of his fingle arm 
Had well-nigh won the field ; 
When ponderous fell a Scottith ax. 
And clove his lifted fhield, 


Another blow his temple took, 

And reft his helme in twain; 
‘That beauteous helme, his Lady’s gift! 
His blood bedew’d the plain, 


Lord Percy faw his champion fall 
Amid the unequal fight ; 

And now, my noble friends, he faid, 

Let’s fave this gallant knight. 
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| 

| Then rufhing in with ftretch’d-out fhield 
He o’er the warrior hung; 

| As fome fierce eagle fpreads her wing” 

| To guard her callow young. 


| Three times they ftrove to feize their prey, 
Three times they quick retire : 
What force could ftand his furious ftrokes, 


Or meet his martial fire 2 


Now gathering round on every part, 
The battle rag’d amain ; 
And many a lady wept her lord 


That hour untimely flain. 


Percy and DouGcLas, great in arms, 
There all their courage fhow'd ; 

And all the field was ftrew’d with dead, 
And all with crimfon flow’d. 


At tength the glory of the day 
The Scots reluctant yield, 
And, after wonderous valour fhewn, 


They flowly quit the field. 


All pale extended on their fhields, 

And weltering in his gore, 
Lord Percy’s knights their bleeding friend 
To Warx’s fair caftle bore. 
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Well haft thou earn’d my daughter’s love, 
Her father kindly faid; 

And‘ the herfelf fhall drefs thy wounds, 
And tend thee in thy bed. 


| A meflage went, no daughter came ; 
| ae 

il Fair IsaBEL ne’er appears : 

| Befhrew me, faid the aged chief, 


| Young maidens have their fears, 


heer up, my fon, thou fhalt her fee 
So foon as thou canft ride; 

And fhe {hall nurfe thee in her bower, 
And the fhail be thy bride. 


Sir Bertram at her name reviv’d, 

He blefs’d the foothing found ; 
Fond hope fupplied the Nurfe’s care, 

And heal’d: his ghaftly wound 

xx Wark caftle, a fortrefs belonging to the Englith, and of 
great note in ancient times, ftood on the fouthern banks of the 


river TWEED, a little to the eaft of TivIoTDALE, and not far 
from Kelfo, It is now: entirely deftroyed, 


THE END OF THE SECOND PART. 
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ONE early morn, while dewy drops 
Hung trembling on the tree, 

Sir Bertram from his fick-bed rofe, 
His bride he would go fee. 


A brother he had in prime of youth, Wit 
Of courage firm and keen, 
And he would tend him on the way 


Becaufe his wounds were’ green. 


All day o’er mofs and moor they rode, 

By many a lonely tower ; I 
And ’twas the dew-fall of the night i) 
Kire they drew near her bower. 
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Moft drear and dark the caftle feem’d, 
That wont to fhine fo bright ; 

And long and loud Sir Bertram call’d 
Ere he beheld a light. 


At length her aged Nurfe arofe, 
| With voice fo fhrill and clear ; 
| What wight is this, that calls fo loud, 
{ And knocks fo boldly here ? 


*Tis Bertram calls, thy Lady’s love, 
Comme from his bed of care: 
Ail day I’ve ridden o’er moor and mofs, 


To fee thy Lady fair. 


Now out, alas! (fhe loudly fhriek’d) 
Alas! how may this be ? 

For fix long days are gone and paft 
Since fhe fet out to thee. 


Sad terror feiz’d Sir Bertram’s heart, 


And ready was he to fall; 
When now the draw-bridge was let down, A 
And gates were open’d all. 


ae 


Six days, young knight, are paft and gone, 
Since fhe fet out to thee ; 

And fure if no fad harm had hap’d 

Long fince thou wouldf her fee, 
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For when fhe heard thy grievous chance, 
She tore her hair, and cried, 

Alas! I’ve flain the comelieft knight, 
All thro’ my folly and pride ! 


And now to atone for my fad fault, 
And his dear health regain, 

Pil go myfelf, and nurfe my love, 
And foothe his bed of pain. 


Then mounted fhe her milk-white {teed 
One morn at break of day ; 
: And two tall yeomen went with her, 
To guard her on thé way. 


Sad terror fmote Sir Bertram’s breaft, 
And grief o’erwhelm’d his mind: 

Truft me, faid he, Ine’er will reft 
*Till I thy lady find. 


That night he fpent in forrow and care: 
And with fad boding heart, 

Or ever the dawning of the day 
His brother and he depart. 


Now, brother, we’ll our ways divide, 
O’er Scottifh hills to range: 

Do thou go north, and I'll go wett ; 
And all our drefs we’ll change. 
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Some Scottifh carle hath feiz’d my love, 
And borne her to his den; 

And ne’er willl tread Englifh ground 
*Till the is reftored agen. 


The brothers ftrait their paths divide, 
O’er Scottifh hills to range ; 

And hide themfelves in quaint difguife, 
And oft their drefs they change. 


Sir Bertram clad in gown of gray, 
Moft like a Palmer poor, 

To halls and caftles wanders round, 
And begs from door to door. 


Sometimes a Minitrel’s garb he wears, 
With pipes fo fweet and fhrill ; 

And wends to every tower and town, 
O’er every dale and hill. 


One day as he fate under a thorn, 
All funk in deep defpair, 

An aged pilgrim pafs’d him by, 
Who mark’d his face of care. 


All Minftrels yet thatever I faw, 
Are full of game and glee ; 

But thou art fad and woe-begone ! 
T marvel whence it be! 


OLIDT RAL LrA Dis. 


| Father, I ferve an aged Lord 
Whofe grief afflicts my mind ; 

His only child is ftoln away, 
And fain I would her find. 


Cheer up, my fon; perchance (he faid) 


Some tidings I may bear: 


For oft when human hopes have fail’d, 
Then heavenly comfort’s near. 


Behind yon hills, fo fteep and high, 
Down in a lowly glen, 
There ftands a caftle fair and ftrong, 


Far from th’ abode of men, 


As late I chane’d to crave an alms 
About this evening hour, 

Methought I heard a. Lady’s voice 
Lamenting in the tower. 


And when I afk’d, what harm had happ’d, 
. What Lady fick there lay ? 
‘They rudely drove me from the gate, 
And bade me wend away. 


Thefe tidings caught Sir Bertram’s ear, 
He thank’d him for:his tale ; 

And foon he hafted o’er the hills, 
And foon he reach’d the vale. 
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Then drawing near thofe lonely towers, 
Which ftood in dale fo low, 

And fitting down befide the gate, 
His pipes he *gan to blow. 


Sir Porter, is thy lord at home 
a | To hear a Minftrel’s fong ? 
i Or may I crave a lodging here, 
Without offence or wrong ? 


My Lord, he faid, is not at home, 
To hear a Minftrel’s fong: 

And fhould I lend thee lodging here, 
My life would not be long. 


He play’d again fo foft a firain, 
Such power fweet founds impart, 

He won the churlifh: Porter’s ear, 
And mov’dehis ftubborn heart. 


Minftrel, he faid, thou play’ft fo fweet, 
Fair entrance thou fhould’ft win; 

But, alas! I’m fworn upon the rood 
To let no ftranger in. 


Yet, Minftrel, in-yon vifing chi 
Thou’lt find a fheltering cave ; 

And here thou fhalt my fupper fharey 

And there thy lodging have. 


All day he fits befide the gate, 
And pipes both loud and clear: 

All night he watches round the walls, 
In hopes his love to hear. 


The firft night, as he fit_at watch’d, 
All at the midnight hour, 

He plainly heard his Lady’s voice, 
Lamenting in the tower. 


The fecond night the modn fhone clear, 


And gilt the fpangled dew ; 
He faw his Lady thro’ the grate, 
But ’twas a tranfient view. 


The third night wearied out he flept 
Till near the morning tide ; 


When, flarting up, he feiz’d his fword, 


’ And to the caftle hy’d. 


When, lo! he faw a ladder of ropes 
Depending from the wall ; 

And o’er the mote was newly laid 
A poplar ftrong and tall. 


And foon he faw his love defcend; 
Wrapt in a Tartan plaid ; 
Affitted by a fturdy youth 
In highland garb y-clad. 
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Amaz’d, confounded at the fight, 
He lay unfeen and {till ; 

And foon he faw them crofs the ftream, 
And mount the neighbouring hill. 


| Unheard, unknown of all withis, 

| The youthful couple fly. 

i But what can feape the lover’s ken ? 
i Or fhun his piercing eye ? 


With filent ftep he follows clofe 
Behind the flying pair, 

And faw her hang upon his arm 
With fond familiar air. 


Thanks, gentle youth, fhe often faid ; 
My thanks thou well haft won: 

For me what wiles haft thou contriv’d ? 
For me what dangers run ? 


And ever fhall my grateful heart 
Thy fervices repay : 


Sir Bertram would no farther hear, 
But cried, Vile traitor, ftay ! 


Vile traitor, yield that lady up! 
And quick his fword he drew : 
The ftranger turn’d in fudden rage, 
And at Sir Bertram flew. 
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With mortal hate their vigorous ,arms 
Gave many a vengeful blow : 

But Bertram’s ftronger hand prevail’d, 

| And laid the ftranger low. 


Die, traitor, die! — A deadly thruft 
| Attends each furious word. 

Ab! then fair Ifabel knew his voice, 
And rufh’d beneath his fword. 


O ftop, fhe cried, O ftop thy arm ¢ 

Thou doft thy brother flay! — 

| And here the Hermit paus’d, and wept : 
His tongue no more could fay. 


At length he cried, Ye lovely pair, 
How fhall I tell the reft ? — 
*Ere I could ftop my piercing fword, 


It fell, and ftabb’d her breaft. 


Wert thou thyfelf that haplefs youth ? 
Ah! cruel fate! they faid. 

The Hermit wept, and fo did they : 
They figh’d; he hung his head. 


O blind and jealous rage, he cried, 
What evils from thee flow! 

The Hermit paus’d; they filent mourn’d : 
He wept, and they were woe. 
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Ah! when I heard my brother’s name, 
And faw my lady bleed, 

I rav’d, I wept, I curft my arm, 
That wrought the fatal deed, 


In vain I clafp’d her to my breaft, 
And clos’d the ghaftly wound ; 

In vain I prefs’d his bleeding corpfe, 
And rais’d it from the ground. 


My Brother, alas! fpake never more ; 
His precious life was flown. 

She kindly ftrove to foothe my pain, 
Regardlefs of her own, 


Bertram, fhe faid, be comforted, 
And live to think on me: 

May we in heaven that union prove, 
Which here was not to be! 


Bertram, the faid, I {till was true : 
Thou only hadft my heart : 

May we hereafter meet in blifs ! 
We now, alas! muf part. 


For thee I left my Father’s hall, 
And flew to thy relief ; 

When, lo! near Chiviot?s fatal hills, 
I met a Scottith chief, 


Lord Malcolm’s fon, whofe profter’d love 


I had refus’d with fcorn; 
He flew my guards, and feiz’d on me, 
Upon that fatal morn: 


And in-thefe dreary hated walls, 
He kept me clofe confind ; 

And fondly fued, and warmly prefs’d 
To win me to his mind. 


Each rifing morn increas’d my pain, 
Each night increas’d my fear ; 

When wandering in this northern garb, 
Thy brother found me here. 


He quickly formed this brave defign 
To fet me, captive, free ; 

And on the moor his horfes wait, 
Ty’d to a neighbouring tree. 


Then hafte, my love, efcape away; 
And for thyfelf provide ; 

And fometimes fondly think on her 
Who fhould have been thy bride. 


Thus pouring comfort on my foul, 
Even with her lateft breath, 

She gave one parting fond embrace, 

And clos’d her eyes in death. 


OLD BALLADS, 


2 ee ae Se, GEOR sO RE TS 


Az OLD BALL ADS) 


In wild amaze, in fpeechlefs woe, 
Devoid of fenfe I lay: 

Then fudden all im frantic mood 
I meant myfelf to flay: 


| And rifing up in furious hafte 
i I feiz’d the bloody brand: *. 
A fturdy arm here interpos’d, 
And wrench’d it from’ my ‘hand, 


A crowd, that from the caftle came, 
Had mifs’d their lovely ward ; 
And feizing me to prifon bore, 


And deep in dungeon barr’d, 


i ft chanc’d that on that very morn 
Their chief was prifoner ta’en : 
Lord Percy had us foon exchang*d, 
And ftrove to foothe my pain, 


And foon thofe honour’d dear remaing 
To England were convey’d ; 

And there within their filent tombs, 
With holy rites were laid. 


For me, I loath’d my wretched life, 
And long to end it thought ; 

*Tul time, and books, and holy men 
Fad better counfels taught. 
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‘They rais’d my heart to that pure fource, 
Whence heavenly comfort flows : 

They taught me to defpife the world, 

| « And calmly bear its woes. 


| No more the flave of human pride, 
Vain hope, and fordid care ; 

I meekly vow’d to fpend my life 

: In penitence and prayer. 


The bold Sir Ber TRam now no more, 
Impetuous, haughty, wild ; 

But poor and humble Bewnepicr, 
Now lowly, patient, mild ; 


My lands I gave to feed the poor, 
And facred altars raife ; 

And here a lonely Anchorete 
I came to end my days. 


This fweet fequefter’d vale I chofe, 
Thefe rocks, and hanging grove ; 
For oft befide that murmuring ftream 

My love was wont to rove, 


My noble Friend approv’d my choice ; 
This bleft retreat he gave ; 

And here I carv’d her beauteous form, 

And fcoop’d this holy cave. 
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Full fifty winters, all forlorn, 
My life I’ve linger’d here ; 


’er this feulptur’d fare, 


And thou, dear brother of my heart, 
So faithful and fo true, 

"The fad remembrance of thy fate 
Still makes my bofom rue. 


Yet not unpiticd pafs’d my life, 
Forfaken, or forgot, 

The Percy and his noble Sons 
Would grace my lowly ¢et. 


Oft the great Earl from toils of fiate, 
And cumb’rous pomp of power, 
Would gladly feck my little eell, 
Fo fpend the tranquil hour. 


But length of life is length) of woe; 
EF liv’d to mourn his falh: 
I liv’d to mourn his godlike fons, 


Aind friends and followers all. 


But thou the honours of thy rate,, 
Lov’d youth, 


fhalt now reftore ; 
find raife again the P 
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He ceas’d, and on the lovely pair 
His choiceft bleffings laid : 

While they with thanks and pitying tears 
His mournful tale repaid. 


And now what prefent courfe to take, 
They afk the good old fire ; 

And guided by his fage advice, 
To Scotland they retire. 


Mean-time their fuit fuch favour found 
At Rasy’s ftately hall, 

Earl Neville, and his princely Spoufe, 
Now gladly pardon ail. 


She fuppliant at her Nephew’s * throne, 
The royal grace implor’d : 

To all the honours of his race 
The Percy was reftor’d. 


The youthful Earl fill more and more 
Admir’d his beauteous dame; 

Nine noble Sons to him fhe bore, 
All worthy of their name. | 


* King Henry V. Anno r4rq. 
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THE account given in the foregoing ballad of young 
Percy, the fon of Horspwur, is confirmed by the 
following Extract from an old Chronicle belonging to 


Whitby Abbey. 


i ‘** Henry Percy, the fon of Sir Henry Percy, 
€ 


re 


that was flayne at Shrewefbury, and of Exrzaperu, 


‘ Erle of Marche, after the death 


nm 


the daughter of the 
“ of his Father and Grauntfyre, was exiled inte Scot- 
«¢ Jand * in the time of King Henry the’ Fourth : but 
“¢ in the time of King Henry the Fifth, by the labour 
** of JoHANNE the countes of Weftmerland, (whofe 
is4 


Daughter ALLANOR he HAD WEDDED IN COMING 


** into EnGLAND,) he recovered the King’s grace, 
6 


Lad 


and the countye of Northumberland, fo was the sr- 
<< conp Erxe of Northumberland. 


*¢ And of this Allanor his wife, he begate IX Sonnes, 
*¢ and III Daughters, whofe names be Jonanne, that 
‘is buried at Whytbye: Tuomas, lord Egremont : 
** KATHARYNE Gray of Rythyn: Sir Rarre Per- 
“cy: Wirtiam Percy, a Byfhopp: RicHarp 


‘* Percy: Joun, that dyed witout Issue: [another 
* i.e. remained an Exile in Scotland during the Reign of king 
Henry IV. In Scotia exulavit tempore Henvici Regis guartie Lat, 


MSS. penes Duc, North. 
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‘Henry Percy, the turrp Erle of Nortuvume 
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Joun, called by Vincent + ‘ Johannes Percy fenior 
de Warkworth’ :] Groree Percy, Clerk: Henry 
”* [befides 
the eldeft fon and: fucceflor here omitted, becaufe he 
comes in below, viz.] . 


that dyed wirHout Issuz: ANNE 


* BERLAND.” 


Vid. Harl. MSS. No. 692. (26.) in the Britith Mufeum. 


+ See his Great Baronag. No.20, in the Herald’s-office. 
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Ir will perhaps gratify the curious Reader to be in- 
formed, that from a word or two formerly legible over 
one of the Chapel Doors, it is believed that the Text 
there infcribed was that Latin verfe of the Pfalmiit,* 
which is in our Tranilation, | 


My Trans HAVE BEEN MY MEAT DAY AND NIGHT. 


It is alfo certain, that the memory of the firft Hermie 
was heldin fuch regard and veneration by the Percy 
Family, that they afterwards maintained a Chantry 
Prieft, to refide in the Hermitage, and celebrate Mafs 
in the Chapel: whofe allowance, uncommonly liberal 
and munificent, was continued down to the Diffolution 
of the Monafteries ; and then the whole Salary, toge- 
ther with the Hermitage and all its dependencies, re- 
verted back to the Family, having never been endowed 
in mortmain. On this account we have no Record, 
which fixes the date of the Foundation, or gives any 
particular account of the firft Hermit ; but the following 
Inftrument will fhew the liberal Exhibition offered to 
his Succeffors. It is the Patent granted to the laft Her- 
mit in 1532, and is copied from an ancient MS. book 
of Grants, &c. of the VIth Earl of Northumberland, 
in Henry VIIIth’s time. + 


* Pflalaxhi, 3. { Claffed, F.I. No. x, penes Duc Northumb. 


SIR 
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SIR GEORGE LANCASTRE PATENT OF xx 
MERKS BY YERE. 


‘Henry Erle of Northumberland, &c, Knowe 
youe that I the faid Erle, in confideration of the di« 
ligent and thankfull fervice, that my wellbeloved 
Chaplen Sir Gzorce Lancastre hath don unto 
me the faid Erle, and alfo for the goode and vertus 
difpotion that I do perceive in him: And for that he 
fhall have in his daily recommendation and praiers the 
good eftate of all fuche noble Blode and other Pere 
fonages, as be now levynge; And the Soules of fuch 
noble Blode as be departed to the mercy of God owte 
of this prefent lyve, Whos Names are conteyned and 
Wrettyn in a Table upon perchment figned with thande 
of me the faid Erle, and delivered to the cuftodie and 
keapynge of the faid fir George Lancatfter : And furs 
ther, that he fhall kepe and faye his devyn fervice in 
celebratyng and doynge Maffe of Requiem every weke 
accordinge as it is written and fet furth in the faide 

Table: Have geven and graunted, and by thefe pre- 

fentes do gyve and graunte unto the faid fir George, 
myn ArMyYTAGE belded in a Rock of ftone within my 

Parke of Warxwortu in the Countie of Northum« 

breland in the honour of the blefled Trynete, With a 

* yerly Stipende of twenty Merks by yer, * from the 
** feeft of feint Michell tharchaungell laft paft afore the . 
“* date hereof yerly duryng the natural lyve of the faid 
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* This would be equal to tool. per annum now, See the Chror 
nicon Pretiofiim, re 
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fir Georges and alfo I the faid Erle have geven aad 
craunted, and by thefe Prefents do'gyve and graunte 
ij <* unto the faid fir. George Lancafter, the occupation, of 
iil “6 one litle Gresground of myn called Cony-garth nigh 
‘¢ adjoynynge the faid Harmytage, only to his own ufe 
«¢ and proufit wynter and fumer durynge the faid terme ; 
Tue Garden and Orteyarde belongyng the faid Ar- 
‘‘ mytage; THE Gate * and Pafture of Twelf Kye and 
i <6 a Bull, with their Calves fuking ; Anp two Horfes 
‘¢ goyin and beyng within my faid Parke of Warkworth 
wynter and fomer; One Draught, of Fiffhe every 
‘¢ Sondaie in the yere. to be drawen fornenft + the faid 
“© Armytage, called The Trynete Draught; . Ann 
«© Twenty Lods of Eyienogs to be taken of my Wodds 
‘¢ called Shilbotell. Wode, duryng the faid term, The 
‘© faid Stipend of xx Merks by yer to be taken and per- 
<¢ ceived § yerly of the rent and ferme of my Fiffhyng 
*6 of Warkworth, by thands of the Fermour or. Fer- 
“¢ mouss of the fame for the tyme beynge yerly at the 
<¢ times ther ufed and accustomed by evyn Portions. 
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*¢ In wytnes whereof to thes my ’ 
Allowe in recompenfe 


¢¢ Letters Patentes I the faid Erle 
erof yerly xIlf. 
é¢ have fet the, Seale of myn ith aed Seach? 
«¢ Armes: YEVEN undre my Sig- : 
« net at my Caftell of Warkworth, the third daye of 


* j;e. Going; from the verb, To Gae. Or fore-anenft: i.e 
&? , 


oppofite. 


§ Sic MSS. t Sic MSS. —- The above Sir Richerd Ryche was 
Chancellor of the Augmentations at the Suppreffion of the Monaf- 


teries, 
res De- 
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** Decembre, in the xxiiith Yer of the Reigne of our 
a Aaa 
** Sovereyn Lorde kyng Henry the eight.’ 


On the diffolution of the Monatfteries, the above Pa- 
fent was produced before the Court of Augmentation in 
Michaelmas-Term, 20 O&. A, 29g. Hen. VIII. when 
the fame was allowed by the Chancellor and Councel of 
the faid Court, and all the profits confirmed to the in- 
cumbent Sir George Lancatfter ; Excepting that in com- 
penfation for the annual Stipend of Twenty Marks, he 
Was to receive a Stipend of Ten Marks, and to lave a 
free Chapel called The Rood Chapel, and the Hofpital 
of St. Leonard, within the Barony of Wigdon, in the 
County of Cumberland, 


After the perufal of the above! Patent it will per- 
haps be needlefs to caution the Reader again{t a Miftake 
fome have fallen into; of confounding this Heimitage 
NEAR Warkworth, with a Chantry founded wrrutn the 
town itfelf, by Nicholas de Farnham, bifhop of Dur- 
ham, in the reign of Henry III. who appropriated the 
Church of Brankefton for the maintenance there of two 
Benedictine Monks from Durham.|| That {mall monaftic 
foundation is indeed called a Cex by bifhop Tanner :+ 
but he muft be very ignorant, who f{uppofes that by the 
word Cett is neceffarily to be underitood a Herinitage ; 
whereas it was commonly applied to any fmall conven- 
tual eftablifhment, which was dependant on another. 


i} Ang. Sacr, p. 738. 


+ Not. Mon. Pp. 396. 
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As for the Chapel belonging to this endowment of 
bifhop Farnham, it is mentioned as in ruins in feveral 
old furveys of Queen Elizabeth’s time; and its {fcite, 
not far from Warkworth Church, is {till remembered. 
But that there was never more than oNnE Prieft main- 
tained, at one and the fame time, within the Hzrmt- 
TAGE, is plainly proved, (if any farther proof be want- 
ing) by the following Extract from a Survey of Wark- 
worth, made in the Year 1567, * viz. 


« Ther is in the Parke (fc. of Warkworth) alfo one 
“¢ Howfe hewyn within one Cragge, which is called the 
‘“ HarmiTacGeE Cuaret: In the fame ther haith bene 
‘6 one Preast keaped, which did fuch godlye Services 
‘¢ as that tyme was ufed and celebrated. The Mantion 
“© Houfe [fe. the fmall building adjoining to the Cragg} 
“¢ ys nowe in decaye: the Clofes that apperteined to the 
* faid Chantrie is occupied to his Lordfhip’s ufe.” 


§ By Geo. Clarkfon, MSS. penes Duc. North. 
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AN HEROIC BALLAD, 


IN FOO. RE LC ATW TO |S. 


By Dr. Bee AC KL O.C OK. 


Zhe profeffed intention of this Ballad is to cherifb and 
encourage a mutual harmony between the inhabitants of 
North and South Britain. To this end Dr. Blacklock has 
exhibited in firong colours fome part of thofe miferies which 
their ancient animofities had occafioned. His Graham is an 
affecting ftory, in which love and jealoufy have a principal 
Share. The Author, though blind from his infancy, has, 
by a vigorous exertion of talents, conducted himfclf to uns 
common knowledge. There is no fcience with which he is 
aot acquainted ; he is familiar with the learned languages, 
and he knows with accuracy thofe of modern Europe that 
are moft cultivated. Among philofophers he has obtained a 
confpicuous rank by his Book on Confolations; and as a 
poet, be will ever be celebrated for what could leaft have 
Bis bees 
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been expected from him, the liveline/s of imagery and the 
Splendour of defcription, To the difgrace of our country 
and our age, this learned, this accomplifhed, this virtuous 
man, this fon of genius, was driven from the church by a 
peftilent faction, and under the gloom of darknefs and the 
prefjure of age was cruclly necefitated to firuggle anew 
in the toils of life, and to pay his devotions at the forine 


of Fortune, the moft capricious of all goddeffes. 


CANTO THE FIRST. 


In former days, when Scotia hurl’d 
Againft her fifter realm the fpear, 
When on her frontiers war unfurl’d 
His bloody flag from year to year ; 
When wonder fill’d th’attentive world 
Her glorious conflicts charm’d to hear, 
By native virtue fav’d from thrall 


Whilft wealth and power confpir’d her fall: 


Of noble foul and lineage high, 

Aniongit her chiefs was. Graham rever’d: 
But wan his cheek, and dim his eye; 
Keen {mart he prov’d, yet keener fear’d : 
No Howard echoed figh for figh, 


righted maid his bofom cheer’d : 


NO ] 
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ove, his confidence abus’d 
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Ie deem’d, and thus his foul effus’d. 
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%¢ Rife winds of heaven, to tempeft rife ; 
Flames flafh, and cataracts defcend !— 
No ftorms convulfing earth and fkies, 
Like thofe which'now my bofom rend : 
Should chaos order’s reign furprize, 


And heaven, and earth, and ecean blend, 


No anarchy could vex the void, 
Like facred peace of mind deftroy’d. 


Sweet peace of mind! fetaphic gueft 4 


How long thy abfence thall I mourn ¢ 
From yon bright manfons of the bleft 
With all thy placid train return : 

For hell is center’d in my. breatt, 
There ftill its hotteft fervours burn. 


No more, ye tortur’d ghofts, repine, 


Since lefs acute your pains than mine. 


Of all the ils that rage fo rife, 

(And ha! from ills what ftate is free ?) 
Of all the plagues that prey on life, 
God’s heavieit curfe‘is’ jealoufy ; 

Of love and hate eternal ftrife : 
When fhall it ceafe'to torture me ? 
Oh! when fhall ftreams of blood atone 
For Scotia’s wrongs, and for my own ? 
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Juft God! that he, to whom my heart, 
Acceflible as light and air, 
Was fond its withes to impart, 
With whom its inmoft thoughts to hare, 
Thefe confines falfely fhould defert, 
Tho’ prefcient of his friend’s, defpair ; 

i Unfeen defert, and bafely fteal 

; What, loft, to madnefs I mutt feel!” 


Thus Graham ; inexorably bent 

His rival or himfelf to flay, 

Then fhap’d his courfe with fell intent 
To where Northumbria’s. warriours lay ; 
Nor night his journey could prevent, 
Nor danger intercept his way ; 

He reck’d not how he fped, rior where? 
"They dread no ruin who defpair, 


Singly (for fuch was his comniand) 
He meant to meet his gallant foe; 
But chofen men, a worthy band, 

Who vow’d to fhare his weal or woe, 
When he his hardy purpofe plann’d 
Th’ important fecret chane’d to know; 
Remotely thefe his fteps purfue, 
Unfeen, yet keep him {till in view. 
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Determin’d on revenge or death 

And. guided by a dubious ray, 

Through many a rough and winding path 
‘Th’ intrepid hero held his way ; 
Upbraiding much ‘his eafy faith, 

Which arts fo flimfey could betray ; 

At length he reach’d the wide campaign 
Where fix’d Northumbria’s tents remain. 


And naw the genial hours prepare 

To yoke Aurora’s rofy teem ; 

Her bluthes ting’d through humid air 
‘The rifing hill and chryftal {tream ; 
While with encreafing light more fair, 
More fweet the opening profpects feem : 
But fouls involv’d in forrrow’s gloom 


No landfcapes charm, no rays illume. 


‘When now the hoftile camp he fpy’d 

In filence folemn and profound ; 

‘¢ Here, here the mifcreant refts (he cry’d) 
Who gave my peace its mortal wound : 

A while the wretch; who heav’n defy’d, 
May with fuccefs in guilt be crown’d ; 

Yet crimes like thefe, tho’ long fecure, 

At laft for vengeance prove mature.” 
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No emblematic figns pourtray’d 
Within its orb his buckler bore ; 
Wor then the variegated plaid 


Riel 
= 


li Around his manly cheft he wore ; 
Fis name, his form, no mark betray’d, 
Which jealous caution might explore ; 
| ‘Thus thro’ the ftrong and watchful guard 
) He pafs’d unqueftion’d, undebarr’d, 


* By all the glories of my race 

"Tis Graham himfelf! (young Howard faid ) 
He comes to brave me face to face, 

He comes to claim the xefcu’d maid; 

So may my foul in heaven find grace 

When moft the needs her powerful aid, 

As This challenge thall receive, 

Since one or both mutt feaft the oTaves 


And thou by early fate remov’d 

From all that renders being dear 

Oh {till remember’d, | {till belov’d, 

My vow, fraternal {pirit, hear! 

Vhat vengeance,’ which fo tardy prov’d, 
Scotia at laft fhall léarn to fear, 

a all tees from unnumber’d veins 


A. brother’s blood, a captive’s chains.’? 
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He fnatch’d his fword, he pois’d: his fhield, 
He iffu’d to confront the foe, 

As bickering flames involve a field 

Where arid heath and ftubble grow: 

His breaft, with native courage fteel’d, 

On fear could ne’er one thought beftow : 
Yet e’er his fteps could far proceed, 

‘The Scot advanc’d and check’d his fpeed, 


* Bluth, traitor, blufh (enrag’d he faid), 

If fill fufceptible of fhame, 

If benefits with wrongs repaid 

From heav’n and earth juft vengeance claim : 
But fools and cowards may upbraid, 

in fpeeches fierce, in action tame ; 

The righteous pow’r that rules on high 

And arms alone our caufe can try.” 


He ceas’d; and Howard thus reply’d: 
« Impetuous Boy, thy rage reftrain ! 
Ere now thy force I had defy’d, 

But other tafks my arm detain : 

For know, to mortify thy pride, 
Thou ow’ft thy life to my difdain ; 
‘Thy country firft I meant to quell, 
Then deftin’d thee for death and hell. 
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How well it fuits the heart of Graham 
To doubt his friend, tho? known fincere ! 
That heart, which bafe defigns inflamey 
Such bafe defigns may juflly fear : 

From all the various mouths of fame 
Thy vile fufpicions reach my ear. 

Now if unfcourg’d thy crime remains, 
No more eternal juttice reigns. 


Trattor my foul retorts with fcorn 

On thy opprobrious clans and thee. 

‘Jhe nymph thou feek’ft I found forlorn ; 
From bafe attempts I fet her free ; 
When hence by brutal ruffans borne, 
For aid fhe call’d on heav’n and me. 
Where then was that vindictive arm 
Portending now fuch mortal harm ? 


In vain that rage which bends thy brow, 
Thy boafts, thy menaces are vain : 

By heav’n’s omnipotence I vow, 

Nor perjury my foul fhall ftain ; 

Not all thy country’s force, nor thou, 
The beauteous capture fhall regain : 
Mine now fhe is, and mine fhall be, 
Indignant Scot, in {pite of thee, 
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But whilft in heav’ns unerring fcale 

Our quiv’ring deftinies appear, 

And which fhall fall, and which prevail, 
By no decifion yet feems clear ; 

I could unfold a wond’rous tale, 

Whofe lighteft word demands thy ‘ear: —= 
But hafte we hence where friends nor foes 
Can in our quarrel interpofe.” 


«¢ Damn’d fubterfuge to make me fwerve! 
(Thus Graham refum’d with fervid tre :) 
Thefe arts for weaker dupes referve ; 
They raife my indignation higher: 
When wretches, who in dungeons {tarve, 
Nor light, nor air, nor food defire, 
Then may my heart its wrath fufpend 
*Till thy infidious tale fhall end.” 


« Me brandft thou with evafive fright, 
(Cry’d Howard with protended fteel ;) 
Who for thy fury or thy might 
Supreme contempt alone can feel! 
Which heart fhail now decline the fight, 
Which beats with fears it would conceal, 
Th’ impending inftant fhall difplay ; 


Wark! hov’ring ravens croak for prey.” 
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Now front to front the champions {tood, 

find hew’d and lafh’d, and thunder’d blows ; 
Whilft thro’ th’ adjacent hills and wood, 

‘The propagated clangor rofe: 

Anna, with eyes in tears bedew’d, 

Had heard them talk, and feen them clofe ; 
i With pallid cheek, and trembling frame, 

a Between the combatants fhe came. 


** For heav’n’s fweet fake, ere you engage, 
Attend to love’s, to friendfhip’s call ! 

If blood alone can quench your rage, 
Mine, mine I offer; take it all. 

Could I have form’d the fad prefage, 

That one of two fo dear fhould fall, 

Ere I this curfed hour furvey’d, 

To fate that tribute I had paid. 


Oh Graham! in whom for ever dwells 
Concenter’d all my foul’s delight, 
What frenzy now thy mind impels 

To urge this inaufpicious fight ? 

That fury, which thy bofom fwells, 
May in his blood its conqueft write ; 
But fay, is this his. nobleft meed 


Who refcued me, by Graham to bleed ? 


While 
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While full of thee I lonely ftray’d, 

With tears and anxious vigils fpent, 

Yo breathe in fome fequefter’d fhade 
The grief with which my heart was rent, 
Villains, who lay in ambufcade, 

And watch’d and with’d for this even s 
My perfon feiz’d, and bore away, 

To lawlefs force a feeble prey. 


In vain my eyes with forrow ftream’d ; 
In vain my threats, in vain my pray’r ; 
In vain to heav’n and earth I {cream’d, 
And beat my breaft, and tore my hair: 
But when each hope extinct I deem’d, 
Extinét in ruin and defpair, 

This Howard, like an angel, came, 
And fav’d at once my life and fame. 


Nor thou, as heav’n fupremely good, 
Refufe my plaints thy gentle ear; 
Should Graham beneath thy hand fubdu 
Expire by deftiny fevere, 

Say, can that hand in blood embrued, 
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In Graham’s warm blood, to me be dear ? 
Or can the life of him I love 
To me a grateful offering prove ? 
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Now hear my voice, ye chieftans, hear ; 
Eternal fate is in the found ; 
Let each thefé hated broils forbear, 
In leagues of holy friendfhip bound ; 
Should either lift the hoftile fpear, 
And ftretch his rival on the ground, 

i Firft heav’n and hell fhall be ally’d 

i Ere I become the victor’s bride.” 


| rHE END OF THE FIRST CANTOo 
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COATS. Fro THE SECOND, 


SHE ended: and her varying charms 
A thoufand agitations fhow ; 

When all at once they heard alarms 

As from a fierce advancing foe : 

To arms! the camp refounds, to arms! 
Wide and more wide the tumults grow ; 
From heart to heart contagion flies, 


And all in wild diforder rife. 


What felt the valiant héart of Graham 


When he defery’d- the mad’ning throng ? 


Conflicting paffions fhook his frame ‘ 
Fle knew th’ opponent army ftrong. 
Rapid as heaven’s explofive flame, 

Lo ftop his friends, he ftepp’d along ; 
Whilft rufhing on, with tortur’d view, 
He recogniz’d his faithful few, 
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s¢ What mean my foldiers ? (loud he ery"d) 
Behold your leader fafe reftor’d. 

Would heav’n! in anguifh I had died 

Ere confcious of this deéd abhorr’d! 

Thus unprovok’d, unfanétify’d, 

What right had you to draw the fword ? 
Rafh men ! was expiation due 

For private wrongs to me or you 2” 


Thus he rebuk’d, tho’ in defpair 

Their gallant ardour to reftrain ; 

Loft in th’ expanfe of turbid air 
Expoftulation prov’d in vain : 

Difcord and havock every where 

In luxury of triumph reign; 

The groan of death, th’ exulting roar, 

The fuppliant fhrieks, heay’n’s concave tore. 


A ftorm of lances now they threw, 
Whilft on each point defiruction flies ; 1 
And ftarting from th’elaftic yew 

A cloud of fhafts obfcure the fkies. — 

<¢ Ye hofts of heaw’n, what blafts my view! 

(With voice exerted, Howard cries :) 
What laurels can thefe daftards gain, 
When hanéfuls fall by myriads flain ? 
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Hence, execrable cowards, hence! 
Shrink to your holes, and tremble there ! 
Whofe blood is fpilt without expence, 
Whom mercy hardly deigns to fpare. 
This band (fo mighty, fo immenfe !) 
To hungry dogs and fowls of air, 

My troop alone fhall quickly throw : 
Hear Percy’s voice in mine, and go.” 


This Elliot heard ;. for war renown’d, 
In danger’s front feverely try’d : 
He grafp’d his fword, he groan’d profound, 
Then with farcaftic {mile reply’d : 
‘© Yes, if your words like darts could wound, 
If foes were vanquifh’d when defcry’d, 
Trophies from hence you might extort, 
Like thofe obtain’d at Agencourts 


Such trophies let your annals boaft, 
Their truth I mean not to refute ; 
Yet were thofe precious archives loft, 
Our juniors might the facts difpuge, 
Unlefs your fotmidable hoft 

More recent woriders execute : 

Yet Edward play’d a fafer game, 
And filch’d a bloodlefs diadem.”° 
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He fpake : and rear’d his fhining blade 
With mortal prowefs to defcend ; 

Nor vainly had his might effay’d 

In death the hero to extend; 

But by the fhiv’ring fteel betray "d, 

His ftroke abortive mifs’d its end ; 

Yet ftunn’d and giddy Howard reel’d, 
And thund’ring prefs’d the fanguine field. 


Him, ftagg’ring, Elliot thus addrefe’d ; eee 
‘¢ Jf yet unhurt thy life remains, 

If yet of wonted ftrength poffefs’d, 

Nor wound thy vital current drains, 

(Advantage o’er a foe deprefs’d 

Tho’ in her power, my foul difdains) 


Arife, thy featter’d arms tefume, 
Nor proftrate fhare a vulgar doom.” 


He faid; and with extended hand, 
At once from earth the chieftan rears, 
Tho’ circl’d by a furious band 

Of foes, with quivers arm’d, and fpears. 
Then fear firft Howard’s foul unman’d, 
For Elliot’s life; nor vain his fears ; - 
An arrow from an unknown bow, 
Struck deep, and laid the hero low. 
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Long torpid o’er the bleeding carfe, 
Howard in filent horror hung ; 
Depriv’d of fenfe, depriv’d of force, 
And all his foul with anguifh wrung : 
Not with more exquifite remorfe 

Did guilt e’er feel her bofom ftung, 
Than Howard felt intenfe regret, 
Tho’ guiltlefs of the warriour’s fate. 


As fires in fome volcano pent, 

That on its melting inwards prey, 
With ftrugegling rage explore a vent, 
And burft refiitlefs into day ; 

So now, impatient of reftraint, 

In tears his anguifh found its way : 
By grief his foul to madnefs driv’n, 
Thus wild expoftulates with heav’n ; 


*¢ Ye powers that o’er this orb. prefide ! 
Muft worth thus perifh premature ? 
Should chance the helm of nature guide, 
What greater ills could man endure ? 

His hoary fire, his blooming bride, 

His orphan babes, in hope fecure, 

Shall view him cold and litelefs earth, 
Then curfe the period of their birth. 
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Oft of afeer the Scots have told, 
Before whofe heav’n-directed eyes 
Remote events of things, enroll’d 
By deftiny, fucceffive rife 
Why could not he this ftroke behold, 
Which now to heav’n for pity cries ? 
| But victims to the future blind, 
We muft purfue the courfe affign’d. 


Detefted inftrument of ill, 

Into thy fheath, my fword, return! 
From nature tears enough diftill, 
Condemn’d inherent woes to mourn. 
O thou! whofe dear remains muft fill, 
Inftead of mine, th’ untimely urn, 
Would I had felt the fad decree, 

And yielded up my foul for thee! 


Yet bear, my foldiers, bear him hence, 
And, whilft his vital warmth remains, 
Aid nature, ftruggling in fufpenfe, 
And ftop th’ effufion of his veins $ 
Cherith returning life and fenfe ; 

For if the chief his ftrength regains, 
Honour and wealth on him fhall wait, 


Whofe hand retards th’ approach of fate,”? 
3 


Ass when two adverfe blafts defcend 
To ftrife for empire o’er the main, 


This way, and that, the furge they bend, 


While both their native force retain ; 
Thus arms to arms oppos’d contend 
For conqueft on th’ empurpted plain ; 
Yet, unfatigu’d with wounds and toil, 
Nor thefe advance, nor thofe recoil. 


Still ftruggling with fuperior pow’rs, 
The bardy Scots maintain their ground, 
Tho’ fate its pregnant quiver fhowrs, 
And death in carnage wantons round, — 
While on his forehead vengeance lowrs, 
Forth Percy iffues with a bound ; 

His wrathful eyes perdition dart, 

And thus he pours his pregnant heart ; 


‘¢ God’s fplendour! fhall a lawlefs crew 
Of vagrant thieves your might reftrain ? 
Shall hands fo feeble, troops fo few, 
Repel this vait, this martial train ? 

Or do my fenfes tell me true, 

Or have enchantments turn’d my brain ? 
Better in death my eyes were feal’d, 
Than fee my country’s {pirit yield, - 
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| But you, oh England’s fpurious race ! 
In other feats diftinguifh’d fhine: 
The trembling arm and lilied face 
For other fights their ftars defign. 

2 Vile offspring ! deftin’d to difgrace 

\ : Your native foil, your gencrous line ! 

Ha To heav’n and earth, fay, fhall I tell, 

In what atchievements you excell ? 

| 


To gorge the feaft, to drain the bowl, 

To loiter near the blazing fire ; 

To wafte the night without controul, 
Indulging grofs or lewd defire : 

For thefe, tho’ doom’d in flames to howl, 
To joys no nobler you afpire ; 

Thefe are your fov’reign blifs alone, 

The heav’n you feek, the god you own. 


But if unchaftis’d hence you fly, | 7 
Tho’ dogeg’d with penitence and fhame, 

The death of cowards let me die, 

And flander blaft my fpotlefs fame. 

Oh curfe, that form fhould men belie, 

In vifage, not in heart the fame ! 

Shall honour, life, and foul at ftake, 

No {park of Englith valour wake ??? 
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With fpirit from their chief inhal’d, 
Whilft all their might his troops exert, 
A piercing fhriek their ears affail’d, 
Sad emphafis of female {mart. 

At this the foul of Howard. fail’d ; 
Cold horror thrill’d his boding heart, 
When lo! his fwimming eyes explore 
Their deareft object {tain’d with gore : 


Her refcue nobly Graham effay’d, 

And interpos’d a maffy fhield : 

But impotent his fingle aid ; 

His hands employed, no fword could wield ; 
Nor could his utmoft force pervade, | - 
Th’ embattel’d ranks that throng’d the field, 
This, torn with anguifh, Howard faw, 

Nor could remain, nor durft withdraw. 


‘© Oh lift, for mercy’s fake! (he ery’d) ; 
Mercy, chief glory of the brave! 
Sufpend your ftrife by him who died, 
From endlefs death your fouls to fave ! 
Elfe beauty’s bloffom, virtue’s pride, 
Scarce blown, muft wither in the grave. 
Oh let me to her aid be gone, 


Prevent her fate, oy feek my own !” 
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Thus by the facred name adjur’d, 
Sufpenfe prevail’d in ev’ry mind; 
| Whilft Graham no more by troops immur’d, 
A. paflage free rejoic’d to find : 
His lovely charge, from harm feeur’d, 
ih He in a neighbouring tent refign’d ; 
te ‘Fhence thro” the habitations round, 
i, Relief he fought, yelief he found 


Of matrons, now a weeping train, 

Attended round the fair diftrett ; 

With fiiful hand, and care humane, 

The blood they flopt, the wound they dreft. 
‘The more they view’d, the lefs their pains | 
For flightly was the hurt impreft ; 

And, fhould her mind ferene endure, 
Sufceptible of fpeedy cure. 


By undefigning fury thrown, 

The weapon, ere it reach’d the fair, 

Had thro’ a fpacious diftance flown, 

And idly fpent its force in air. 

When to the rivals this was known, 
What joy they felt, from what defpair 4 
So joy the guilty when from heaven 
‘They hear pronounc’d their fins forgiv’n. 
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AND now in milder tafks engag’d, 

The wants of nature to repair ; 

No longer war the armies wag’d, 

Their dead and wounded claim’d their care; 
In truce their mutual honour pledg’d, 

Both pleas’d, the common fafety fhare ; 
While Graham and Howard in one tent, 
The tranquil hour in parley fpent, 


Thus Graham began ; ** Let local hate, 
And jealous rage, be cancell’d here ; 
And now that myftery of fate, 
Whofe lighteft word demands my ear, 
In this calm interval, relate 

With temper candid and fincere ; 
Bach dark event minutely fhow, 

And how I ftand concern’d, to know.” 
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Of Caledonian lineage fprung, 

Thou deem’ft the charmer of thy heart; 
There thou beheldft her firft when young, 
i There firft thou felt’{t the pleafing fmart, 
Which fince o’er all thy bofom reigns, 

ie And conttitutes its joys or pains. 


‘To me her various fortunes trac’d. 
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"To whom his rival: ** From my tongue 


Expect the ftory but in part : 


But erft, when urg’d by youthful heat 
To fatisty a brother’s fhade, 

I plung’d myfelf beyond retreat, 
Where all its horrors war difplay’d, 
And by this conduct indifcreet, 
To Scotland pris’ner was convey’d ; 


A fire with years and honours grac’d, 


Hi For as by chance our way the crofs’d, 
| *¢ Thou view’ft (faid he) that lovely maid, 
Heaven’s darling image, nature’s boatt, 

* Virtue by beauty’s hand array’d 
Yet in the ftorms of fortune toi, 

When heaven’s bleft beam the fearce furvey’d 
Her from the womb no fire embrac’d | 
No gladnefs hail’d, no {plendour grac’d, 


> 
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“ With Englarnd’s troops, in hoftile cuife, 


** A godlike youth ‘adorn’d the field, 
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Who, till he gain’d fome high emprife, 


¢ 
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His name and pedigree conceald : 

*s But partial fortithe oft denies 

* The meed, which bright defert fhould yield, 
** Ruthing ungitarded on the fray, 

Too foon deprefs’d by wounds he lay, 
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* Him Elliot, hofpitable knight, 

** Convuls’d with pain, and drench’d in gore, 
*¢ Beheld, and thro’ the fhock of fight, 

«¢ Surviving to his manfion bore : 

“« His daughter melting at the fight, 

“* The blooming hero to reftore, 

‘¢ Apply’d each falutary art, 

“¢ And cur’d his wound, but piere’d his’ heart. 


“¢ For in his chamber while confin’d, 

*¢ And tended by the pitying fair, 

“¢ With anguifh mtore intenfe he pin’d, ~ 
*¢ ‘Than that extinguifh’d by her care. 

“© He breath’d the torment of his mind, 
*¢ Nor fhe reluctant héatd his prayr : 

«¢ A prieft (unknown to Elliot) ‘came, 


And with heaven’s fan&tion crown’ 


d their fame. 
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** By honour call’d, impell’d. by hope, 

*6 Once more in arms the hero rofe, 

** Renown’s eternal wreath to crop, 

** Which high on danger’s fummit grows : 

*€ But doom’d with mightier force to cope, 

*€ And cirel’d by a world of. foes ; 

«© 6¢ My life, my love, my hopes, farewell !? , 
** He faid; and, crufh’d by numbers, fell. 


“« The father every worth confeft, : 

** Which the young bridegroom’s foul adorn’d ; 
“* Yet, for his country prepoffefs’d, 

** All overtures from England fcorn’d ; 

‘© Nor ceas’d the ftranger to deteft, 

** Who frem his arms his child fuborn’d ; 

*¢ Nor view’d with nature’s fond regard, 

“* Her foul deprefs’d, her-ferm-impair’d s 


«¢ Her period of geftation o’er, 
“* And nature ftruggling for relief, 

** Her orphan babe the mother bore, 

“¢ Sad heir of indigence and grief! 

*‘ Then, banifh’d from her father’s door, 
** By mandates from the angry chief, 

** Within a convent’s walls confin’d, 

“* Her fufPring fpirit the refign’d. 
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*¢ Yet inftinét, pow’rful in his breaft, 

** (Tho? with determin’d hate inflam’d) 

** "The f{miling infant he carefs’d, 

“* And for his ence-lov’d Anna nam’d 3 

‘¢ His hand her flighteft wants redrefs’d, 
*¢ His heart her plan of culture fram’d ; 
“ Yet would not own the charming maid, 
*¢ Till nature’s debt his daughter paid. 


“ Then °gan his ftubborn.foul to melt ; 

** Emotions till that hour unknown, 

“¢ Thro’ all his alter’d mind he felt, 

“* Which injur’d nature might atone ; 

** Stull in his breaft the parent dwelt, 

“ Now reign’d triumphant and alone; 

** Transferr’d from fortunes barren watte, 

“ His eyes fhe charm’d, his manfion grac’d.* 


** Thus far the chief, nor more he knew 3 
For hid in night’s impervious veil, 

The youth’s defcent eludes our view, 

Nor can we gain this fad detail, 

Where firft that vernal bloffom grew, 
‘Whofe ruin hoftile eyes bewail : 

His birth from England all atteft, 

Deep fecrecy involves the reft.”” 


Wait 
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| Whilft thus in Scotland I remain’d 
A wretched captive 6n parole, 
Fer charms my raptut’d eyes detain?’d, 
Her virtues conquer’d ‘all my foul : 
Oh! what is liberty tegain’d, 
We When endlefs chains the mind controul ? 
i H Fulfil, juft heav’n, thy fixt decree, 
And firike me dead, or fet me free! 


By public fanction thetice releas’d, 

As to our camp [ bent my way, 
(: With fond anticipation pleas’d, 
My late difhonour to repay ; 
Each fenfe the voice of anguith feiz’d, 
Anguifh that could not brook delay ; 
1 faw my Anna’s ftrugeling charms 
Encircled in a ruffian’s arms. 


~ 


O‘Braian of Hybernian race, 
A robber fam’d and fear’d around, 

To gain the prize had watch’d the place, 
And now prefum’d his wifhes crown’d : 

o . . . ? e : 

Thither, enrag’d, I urg’d my pace, 

And made the felon bite the ground ; 
His timid train his fall furvey’d, 
Nor to revenge their leader {taid, 
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With i indignation and defpair, 
Kf pale and faint my charmer Jay ; 
{ rais’d her with fraternal care, 
And gently footh’d he “deep difmay ; 
I bege’d, nor did the flight my pray’, 
But, fweet companion of my way, 
By my protecting arm fuftain d, 


A\t length fecure the camp the gain’d. 


Nor, tho’ the maid fur thee declares, 
Let paffion joys in profpedct feign ; 
Divided hearts, divided cares, 
Domettic blifs can ne’er 'thaintain : 
An Englifh heart thy Ana hares ; 
Still.in her breaft thall England reign ; 
Hence woes entail’d on all thy line, 
Shall prove a curfe to thee and thine. 


But now in heav’n’s high vault no far: 
To gild the dark horizon glows ; 

No found ambiguous, heard nes far, 
Thro’ air’s thin texture trembling flows : 
Nature, fatigued with toils and war, 
Courts the dear bleifing of repofe ; 

Soon fhall the light’s. officious glare 
Reftore the world to grief and care.” 
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While thus their languid pow’rs to cheer, 
Grateful recefs the warriours fought, 
Thither extended on a bier, 

An agonizing chief was brought : 

But as he now advanc’d more near, 
Elliot, whom dead before they thought, 
Elliot himfelf they recognize, 

And melt in tears, and burft in fighs. 


“ You fee me ftill, tho’ fcarce alive ; 
(In groans th’ expiring hero faid :) 
From duty, ftrength my pow’rs derive, 
To dear departed worth unpaid ; 

This done, with fate no more I ftrive, 
But fink beneath its peaceful fhade ; 
Enough of life kind heav’n beftows, 
When fame and virtue grace its clofe. 


Thy audience, Howard, let me claim ; 
To thee my meflage is addreft ; 
For when my fifter’s languid frame 
The bed of death reclining preft, 
Her long lamented hufband’s name 
To me her dying lips confett ; 

hy ill-ftarr’d brother (rafhly brave f} 
To Anna’s charms exiftence gave, 


ONE De a Ae TAs’ S, 


How light thefe laft convulfions feem, 
That fhew my mortal crifis near ! 

But nature’s’voice in this extreme, 

Her pleading voice, what heart can bear ! 
This, this is agony fupreme: 

Ten thoufand deaths are lefs fevere : 
Great God! whofe {mile is more than life, 
Confole my tender babes and wife. 


How long fhalt thou, my country! fmart, 
For whom my blood fpontaneous flows ! 
Thrice happy could my pangs impart 

A lafting cure for all thy woes ; 

Thefe plagues, benignant pow’r, avert, 
And grant fincere, tho’ late repofe ; 
Where wrath and devaftation fway, 

Let arts of peace their charms difplay ! 


For me, my friends, your forrows fpare 
I goin regions more fublime, 

A nobler deftiny to fhare, 

Above the fphere of chance and time. 
Howard,. be Anna’s bloom thy care 

In this inhofpitable clime.?? 

His parting foul, while this he faid, 
Angels to blifs in heav’n conyey’d. 


THE END OF) THE THIRD CANTO, 
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i N OW with immortal fplendor gay, 
The fun his wonted courfe refumes, 
To pour th’ exhauiftlefs flood of day, 
Which heaven’s majeftic arch illumes : 
From ev’ry bufh the vernal lay, 
From ev’ry op’ning flow’r; perfumes 
Impregnate wide the fportive gale, 
And joy exults in hill and dale. 


¢ 


Not fo the hots on yonder plain: 
Their hearts of comfort felt no ray ; 
For conqueft each had toil’d in vain, 
Nor hop’d the dear decifive day : 
Sadden’d with labour, want, and pain, 
Th’ interminable profpect lay ; . } 
But chief in ev’ry Englifh foul 
Sedition rag’d without centroul, 


& 
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‘Thus to his mate each foldier cries: 

** What curfe this fruitlefs war extends ! 
At home each field uncultur’d hes, 

On which our daily bread depends ; 
Alike the Scot his wants fupplies, 
Where’er his devious courfe he bends.”’ 
Mov’d by fuch views, their heralds came, 
A new ceffation to proclaim. 


<¢ Ye quiver’d Scots, our words attend 5 
Pacific overtures we bring : 

Shall groans and carnage never end ¢ 
Shall blood from :rills perennial {pring ? 
Let either nation envoys fend, 

For peace to importune its king.” 

‘The hofts for peace exclaim around : 
Peace heav’n, and earth, and fea refound. 


In holy fervour now entranc’d, 

#rom Scotia’s bands a rev’rend fage, 
Half way between the troops advanc’d, 
in all the dignity of age: 

With ardent eyes, on both he glanc’d, 
That light’ned with prophetic rage, 
Then on a point of empty fpace, 
Their beams directing ftopp’d his pace, 
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| ‘¢ The God! the flaming God!) (he ery’d:) 


= T feel him all my pow’rs controul. 
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Oh! gently on my fpirit glide, 

Nor into nothing flafh my foul! 

O’er heav’n and earth one boundlefs tide 
: Of glory fweeps from: pole to pole ; 

Nie Infcrutable to grofler eyes, 

The book of fate expanded lies. 


Two chiefs I fee. of noble name; 
Whofe hearts in friendfhip once were join’d, 
Competitors for love and fame, 

i! | Now glow with paffions more unkind; 
Whilft cold fufpicion, mutual blame, 
Embitter each ditfever’d mind ; 
Such ills on human fpivits prey, 


By cruel error led aftray, 


‘To truth eternal and fevere, 
Howard, thy docile ear incline! 
WNature’s great interdict revere $ 

For nature’s mandate fpeaks in: mine 3 
By kindred blood ally’d fo near, 

To kindred love thy. with confine ; 
Elfe fhall thy days in anguifh flow, 
And God and man pronounce thee foe. - 
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Thee, Graham, of Anna’s charms poffedt, 
My foul’s enlighten’d view furveys : 

Each night fhall give thee facred rett, 
Each day to light thy joys fhall blaze : 
With all a father’s tranfports bledt, 

I fee thy offspring fix thy gaze ; 

And with ineffable delight, 

Behold your lovely forms unite. 


Difpatch’d from heav’ns etherial height, 
By her eternal father’s fmile, 1 
Fair Peace accelerates her Hight, | 
To blefs tbis long diftracted ifle : li 
Fell Anger and corrofive Spite, 
No more inur’d to war and {poil, i 
In adamantine fetters bound, i 
With clamour fhake their cells profound. 


But as with defultory fire 

Along th’ aerial current borne, 
When fcarce its luftre we admire, 
The meteor leaves our fight forlorn : 
So, blafted, Peace fhall foon retire, 
And Britain ftill by faction torn, | 
Shall mark with horrors ev’ry age, i 
Ann glut with civil blood its rage. i ue 
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Where am I wrapt, eternal pow’r ! 
What ecftacies my foul dilate ! 

Emerge thou bright aufpicious hour, 
Elude the flow refults of fate. 

| The rofe, gay fummer’s fav’rite flow’r, 
No more with tumid pride inflate, 

Hs Shall throw each prejudice afide, 

| ‘And with the thiftle be ally’d. 


By fanguine proof, ye nations, taught 
What various UIs from difcord rife, 
Difcord with all the curfes fraught 
That earth can feel or hell devife ; 
| With facred vigilance of thought, 

re Your union cultivate‘and prize ; 

) Union, eternal fource of joy, 
Which nought can leffen or deftroy. 


F.ngland! for induftry and toil, 
Wifdom, and polifh’d arts, renown’d, 
Whofe happy clime and grateful foil 
Diffufe exhautftlefs plenty round ; 

So from thy fhores may foes recoil, 
Involvid in fhame, and grief profound, 
As thou behold’{t with placid eyes 

Thy fifter kingdom’s glory rife, 


Scotia! to earth’s remoteft verge, 
By each confpicuous virtue known, 


Whofe glorious deeds, whofe talents large, 


Enrich all-climates but. thy own; 
‘To him thy duty firft difcharge, 
From whofe paternal hand alone 


Thy bleffings, which no meafure know, 
Thy freedom, wealth, and fafety, flow, 


Nor let feductive Pleafure’s charms, 
From Wifdom’s ways thy foul allure, 
Nor quench thy gen’rous thirft of arms, 
Nor all thy recent fame obfcure: 

Thy breaft, while noble ardour warms, 
For facred faith, and virtue pure, 

Till heav’n and earth fhall pafs away, 
Thy glory ne’er fhall feel decay. 


THR END OF THE BALLAD, 
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here is a tradition, and it is, indeed, delivered by ate 


The 
thors of credit, ibat the abbey of Whitby, on the north 
coaft of Yorkshire, was ruined during the depredations of 
the Danes in that diftridt, by thofe plunderers, under the 
command of Inguar and Hubba, who brought with them 
that famous flandard on which was embroidered a golden 
raven, the work of their fifters, and revered by all the 
Danes as the Palladium of their fecurity. About this 
period the flory is fuppofed to commence; the fucceeding 
zncidents are all fictitious, and were dictated to the au 
ihor, in fome meafure, by the romantic fituation of the 
abbey, (magnificent in ruin) which feemed exceedingly 
proper for fuch events. It may, perhaps, be neceffary to 
add, that Edeljleda (mentioned in the firft flanza) is faid 
by Cambden, to have been the daughter of Ofwin, king 
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of Northumberland, and to have refided in the abbey of 
Whitby, after enlarging and farther endowing it. 


Sift foundation svas laid by St. Hilda, the. fier of 


king Edwin, mentioned in the fame verfe. 


A ; 
H ERE mayft thou reft, my fifter dear, 


‘ Securely here abide ; 
© Here royal ‘Edelfleda liv’d, 
‘ Here pious Hilda died. ° 


¢ Here peace and quiet ever dwell : 
¢ Here fear no rude alarms ; 


¢ Nor here is heard‘the trumpet’s found, | 


¢ Nor here the din of arms.’ 


With voice compos’d and look ferene, 
(Whilft her foft hand he prefs’d) 
The maid, who trémbled on his arm, 

Young Edwy thus addrefs*d. 


Blue gleam’d the fteel in Edwy’s hand, 
The warrior’s veft he bore: 

For now the Danes, by Hubba led, 
Had ravag’d half the fhore. 


Elis fummons at the abbey gate, 
The ready porter hears ; 

And foon in veil and holy garb, 
The abbefs kind appears. 
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£ O take this virgin to thy care, 
‘ Good angels be your guard ; 

¢ And may the faints in heaven above, 
¢ That pious care reward. 


¢ For we by fierce barbarian hands, 

hie ¢ Are driven from our home ; 

€ And three long days and nights forlorn, 
¢ The dreary waite we roam, 


¢ But I muft go — thefe tow’rs to faves 
« Beneath the evening fhade, 
¢ I hatte to feek earl Ofrick’s pow’r, 
rt ¢ And call lord Redwald’s aid,’ 


He faid —andturn’d his ready foot ; 
The abbefs nought replies ; | 

But with a look that {poke her grief, 
‘Fo heaven upcaft her eyes, 


Then turning to the ftranger dame, 
u ¢ O welcome to this place ; 
* For never Whitby’s holy fane 
¢ Did fairer maiden grace,’ 


find true fhe faid — for on her cheek. 
Was feen young beauty’s bloom, 

‘Tho* grief with flow and wafting ftealth, 

Did then her prime confume. 
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Fier fhape was all that thought can, frame, 
Of elegance and grace ; 

And heav’n the beauties of her mind 
Reflected in her face. 


‘ My daughter, lay afide thy feara,* 


Again the matron cry’d: 


* No Danifh ravifhers come here —~’ 
— Again the virgin figh’d. 


The abbefs faw, the abbefs knew, 
*Twas love that fhook her breatt ; 

And thus, in accents foft and mild, 
The mournful maid addreft, 


‘ My daughter dear, as to thy friend 
‘ Be all thy cares ¢onfett ; 

‘ J fee ’tis love difturbs thy mind, 
‘ And wifl to give thee reft. 


‘ But hark! I hear the vefper bell, 
¢ Now fummons us to prayer ; 

‘ That duty done, with needful food 
‘ Thy wafted ftrength repair.” 


But now the pitying mournful mufe a 
' Of Edwy’s hap fhall tell ; i 
And what amid his nightly walk 
That gallant youth befel, 
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For journeying by the bank of Eik 
He took his lonely way ; 
| And now thro’ fhowers of driving rain 
His erring footiteps ftray. 


At length from far, a glimm’ring light 


‘Trembled among the trees’; 
) And ent’ring foon a mofs-built hut, 


An holy man he fees, 


‘ O father, deign a lucklefs youth 
© This night with thee to fhield; 
IH € Tam no robber, tho’ my arm 
‘ This déadly weapon wield.” 


¢ I fear no robber, ftranger, here, 
¢ For I have nought to lofe ; 

¢ And thou may’ft fafely thro’ the night, 
¢ In this poor cell repofe. 


¢ And thou art welcome to my hut,’ 
The holy man replied ; 
< Still welcome here is he, whom fate 


* Has left without a guide. 


* Whence and what art thou, gentle youth ?? 
Edwy faid, 

* I go to roufe earl Ofrick’s power, 
Hy ‘ And feek lord Redwald’s aid, 


i ee ees Ri re Sr 


OLD BAEL‘AD'. 


6 My father is a wealthy lord, 
* Who now with Alfred ftays : 
* And me he left to. guard his feat, 
€ Whilft he his duty pays. 


* But vain the hope — in dead of night 
‘© The cruel fpoiler came ; 
* And o’er each neighb’ring caftle threw 


‘ The wide-devouring flame. 


* To fhun its rage, at early dawn, 
‘ I with my fitter fled; 

* And Whitby’s abbey now affords 
‘ A fhelter to her head. 


¢ Whilft I to haften promis’d aids, 
‘ Range wildly thro’ the night, 
¢ And, with impatient mind, expect 
‘ The morning’s friendly light.’ 


Thus Edwy fpoke ; ‘and wond’ring, gaz’d 
Upon his hermit hoft. 

For,in his form beam’d manly grace, 
Untouch’d by age’s froft. 


Fhe hermit fich’d, and thus he faid : | 
© 4 “ ik 
‘ Know, there was once a day, | er 


* This tale of thine would fire my heart, 
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« But lucklefs love dejects my foul, 
¢ And cafts my fpirits down ; 

¢ Thou feeft the wretch of woman’s pride, 
¢ Of follies not my own. 


€ IT once amid my fovereign’s train 
¢ Was a diftinguifh’d youth, 

¢ But blighted is my former fame 
¢ By Sorrow’s cank’ring tooth, 


/ 


€ When Ethelred the crown did hold, 
¢ I to this diftrict came ; 

€ And then a fair and matchlefs maid 
© Firft rais’d in me a flame. 


© Her father was a noble lord 
¢ Of an illuftrious race, 

€ Who join’d to ruftic Honefty 
¢ The courtier’s gentle grace. 


* *Twas then I told my artlefs tale, 
¢ By love alone infpir’d ; 
* For never was my honeft fpeech 


« In flatt’ring guife attir’d. 


© At firft fhe heard, or feem’d to hear 
« The voice of tender love ; 

* But foon, the fickleft of her fex, 

« Did the deceitful prove. 
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© She drove me fcornful from her fight, 
® Rejected ahd difdain’d ; 

* In vain did words for pity plead, 
¢ In vain my looks complain’d. 


‘ How could that breaft which pity fill’d, 
© Ever relentlefs be ? 

* How could that face which finil’d on all, 
* Have ever frowns for me ? 


* Since that fell hour, I in this cell 
© Have liv’d reclufe from man F 

* And twice ten months have pafs’d, fince I 
‘ The hermit’s life began.’ 


© O ftain to honour !? Edwy ery’d ; 
* O foul difgrace to arms ! 

* What, when thy country claims thy aid, 
¢ And fhake’s with war’s alarms ! 


¢ Canft thou, inglorious, here remain, 
‘ And ftrive thyfelf to hide ; 

* Affume the monkifh coward life, 
* All for a woman’s pride ?’ 


With louder voice and warmer look, 
His hermit hoft rejoin’d : 

¢ Think’ft thou, vain youth, the chains of fear 
* Could here a warrior bind ? 
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‘ Know, boy, thou feeft Hermanrick here 5 
‘ Well vers’d in war’s alarms ; 
¢ A name once not unknown to fame, 


¢ Nor unrenown’d in arms. 


¢ O, Athelgiva! (yet too dear) 
¢ Did I thy danger.know : 

‘ Yet would I fly to thy relief, 
¢ And crufh th’ invading foe.’ 


With flufter’d cheek, young Edwy turn’d, 
At Athelgiva’s name ; 
id ° . 
ih And, ‘ Gracious powers! it muft be nee 


He crics, ‘ it is the fame! 


¢ T know full well, I have not now 
‘ More of thy tale to learn ; 

‘ T heard this morn, ere from the wave 
¢ You could the fun difcern. 


‘ My fitter loves thee, gallant youth, 
¢ By all the faints on high : 
‘ She wept laft night, when thy hard fate 


¢ She told with many a figh. 


* 


Forgive her, then, and in her. caufe. 
¢ Thy limbs with fteel infold : 


¢ Was it not Ardolph’s daughter, fay, 


itt * Who late thy heart did hold 2? 
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6 It.was, it was !? Hermanrick cry’d ; 
‘ I heard her brother’s name: 

* ’Tis faid he was a gallant youth, 
‘ Who fought abroad for fame.’ 


Then Edwy fprang to his embrace, 
And clafp’d him to his breaft ; 

* And thou fhalt be my brother too,’ 
He faid, and look’d the reft, 


* But now let honour fill thy mind, 
‘ Be love’s foft laws obey’d ; 

‘ °Tis Athelgiva claims thy fword, 
‘ *Tis fhe demands thy aid. 


¢ She with impatient anxious heart, 
¢ Expects my quick return ; 

¢ And till again fhe fees me fafe, 
‘ The haplefs maid will mourn. 


* Then let us fly to feek thefe chiefs, 
¢‘ Who promis’d aid to fend ; i 
* Earl Ofrick was my father’s gueft, i 
‘ Lord Redwald is my friend.’ H i 


Hermanrick faid, ¢ Firft let us go . 
* To chear yon drooping maid ; 

é Again I’ll wear my canker’d arms, 
* Again I'll draw my blade.’ 
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Then from a corner of the celf 


His clafhing arms appear ; 


ps 
oO 


But when he mark’d the growing rifts, 


The warrior dropt a tear. 


He "Fen forth they went — Hermanrick Knew 
i Each pathway of the wood ¥ 

| And fafe before the abbey gate 

He At break of day they ftood. 


Now fleep the wearied maiden’s eyes 
At length’ had kindly feaPd, 
Nn When at the gate the wand’ring knights 


Returning day reveal’d. 


© Quick call the abbefs,” Edwy faid, 
‘Lo him who kept the door, 

Who watch’d and pray’d the live-long nighty 
A pious prieft and poor. 


The abbefs came, with inftant hafte ; 
Th? alarming bell was rung ; 

And from their matted homely beds 
The fainted virgins {prung. 


Fair Athelgiva firft the dastie, 

Soft fpeaking, thus addrett ; 
* My daughter, an important call 
¢ Commands me break thy reft- 
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* Thy brother at the abbey gate, 
* Appears with features glad ; 

* And with him comes a flranger knight, 
* In war-worn armour clad.? 


With falt’ring ftep and bloodlefs check, 
Young Athelgiva went ; 


Confufion, fhame, furprize and joy 
At ance her bofom rent, 


When in the ftranger knight the faw 
Hermanrick’s much-lov'd face ; 
Whilft he, by gen’rous love impell’d, 

Rufh’d to her fond embrace, 


Vain would the mufe attempt to. paing 
What joy the lover knew, 

Who found-his long-difdainful maid 
At once fair, kind, and true. 


Then Edwy, while entranc’d in blifg 
The happy pair remain’d, 

Recounted o’er the tale, how he 
Hermanrick loft regain’d. 


But foon, alas! too foon, was heard, Ne 
To damp their new-form’d joys, 

The groan of death, the fhout of war, 
And battle’s mingled noife, 
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For up the hill, with eager hatte, 
A breathlefs courier came ; 
| He cries, ‘Prepare for dire alarms, 
| ¢ And fhun th’ approaching fiame. 


' ¢ Fierce Hubba landing on the beach, 
i ¢ Now drives our feeble band ; 

\ ¢ Who, far too few to ftop his force, 

¢ Fly o’er the crimfon’d fand.’ 


What anguifh fill’d the maiden’s breaft, 
What. rage the lover knew, 

When looking down the fteepy hill, 
They found the tale was true. 


Each warlike youth then grafp’d his fpear. 
The trembling damfel faid, 
¢ O where is now Earl Ofrick’s power, 


© And where Lord Redwald’s aid ?” 


¢ Alas, alas!’ the abbefs cries, 
¢ Far as my fight is borne, 
‘ T cannot fee the ruddy crofs, 
¢ Nor hear Earl Ofrick’s horn. 


Stern Hubba now to direful deeds 
impell’d his favage crew ; 

And o’er the blood-empurled ftrand 
The golden raven flew. 


¢ Behold,’ 
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* Behold,’ he cries, and waves his lance, 
‘ Where yon proud turrets rife ; 

© Of thofe who prove war’s glorious toil, 
‘ Let beauty be the prize. 


* There gold and beauty-both are found, 
¢ Then follow where I lead; 

* And quickly know you ‘have not fought 
¢ For honour’s empty meed.’ 


He faid: and prefs’d to gain the hill, 
His fhouting train purfue ; 

And, fir’d by hopes of brutal joys, 
Behold the prize in view. 


Young Edwy mark’d their near approach, 
And rufh’d t’oppofe their way ; 

Nor did, with equal ardor fir’d, 
Behind Hermanrick ftay. 


Like mountain boars, the brother chiefs 
On Denmark’s warriors flew ; 

And thofe who held the foremoft ranks, 
Their fury overthrew. 


Soon, piere’d by Edwy’s fatal lance, 
I.ay valiant Turkil here ; 
There Hardicanute bit the duft, 


Beneath Hermanrick’s fpear. 
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But vain is courage, ftrength or fkill, 
When two oppofe an hott ; 

A dart, with fure and deadly aim, 
At Edwy Hubba toft. 


ih His fitter, who, o’erpower'd by grick 
nit Had fainted on the floor, 

i Recover’d by the matron’s care, 

Now fought the abbey door. 


When on the fated carnag’d fpot 
She caft her weeping eyes ; 
¢ O bleffed Mary !’ cries the maid, 
N ¢ My brother bleeds and dies.” 


‘Then forth fhe ran and gain’d the place ; 
Where, prefs’d by crowds of foes, 

Hermanrick ftood — the fhades of death 
Her brother’s eyelids clofe. 


The furious Dane nor pity knew, 
Nor ftay’d his vengeful arm ; 

Nor aught avails that heav’nly face, 
Which might a tiger charm. 


Firft on th’ unguarded chief he rufh’d, 
And bore him to the ground ; 

The helplefs damfel’s plaint of woe 

In war’s loud fhout 1s drown’d. 
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She faw Hermanrick’s quiv’ring lip, 
She mark’d his rolling eye ; 

She faints, fhe falls; before her fight 
Death’s vifions dimly fly, 


¢ And, O thou dear and much-lov’d youth,’ 
The dying virgin cried ; 

¢ Howe’er in life I wrong’d thy truth, 
¢ Yet true with thee I died.’ 


She fpoke no more —- E’en Hubba felt 
The force of love fincere ; 

Then firft his breaft confefs’d the figh, 
Then firft his cheek the tear. 


¢ And, O my friends, the rage of war,’ 
He cries, * awhile forbear ; 

¢ And to their weeping kindred ftraight 
‘ Thefe breathlefs bodies bear. 


¢ Or fear the wrath of Powers Divine— 
Nor could he further fay ; 

But quickly, with diforder’d march, 
Bent to his fhips his way. | 


For now was heard Earl Ofrick’s hora, 
Shrill founding thro’ the dale ; 

And now Lord Redwald’s ruddy crofs 

Was waving to the gale, 
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His tardy aid Earl Ofrick brought 

i Too late, alas ! to fave; 

And far beyond th’ avenging fword 
The Dane now rode the wave. 


Grief feiz’d the warrior’s heart, to fee 

: In duft young Edwy laid ; 

Nii And ftretch’d by brave Hermanrick’s fide 
! Fair Athelgiva dead. 


But on the holy crofs he fwore, 
A brave revenge to take, 
| On Denmark’s proud and bloody fons, 
N For Athelgiva’s fake. 


‘This vow in Kenwurth’s glorious field 
The gailant earl did pay ; 

When Alfred’s better ftar prevail’d, 
And England had her day. 


That day the Dane full dearly paid 
4 The price of lovers’ blood : 
That day in Hubba’s cloven helm 
The Saxon javelin ftood. 


The bodies of the haplefs three 
A fingle grave contains ; 


And in the choir, with dirges due, 
Are laid their cold remains.’ 
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Lord Ardolph on his children’s tomb 
Infcrib’d th’ applauding verfe ; 

And long the monks, in Gothic rhyme, 
Their ftory did rehearfe. 


And often pointing to the fkies, 
The cloifter’d maids would cry ; 

‘ To thofe bright realms, in bloom of youth, lee 
¢ Did Athelgiva fly.’ ; 


THE END OF THE TALE. 
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KING OF DENMARK; 


FRANSLATED FROM THE LATIN oF OLAUS WORMIUS, 


ar By HUGH DOWNMAN, MD. 


RAGNAR LODBRACH fourifhed in the eighth cen 
tury, and by his naval expeditions ( according to the cuftor 
of his countrymen) rendered himfelf the terror of the xor- 
thern parts of Europe. After having carried on his de- 
bredations with fuccefs for many years, he was at length 
taken prifoner by Ella, king of Northumberland, whofe 
coafis he had invaded, and pit to death by him, being 
(as was reported) caft into a dungeon full of Serpents. 
His melancholy fate Rimulated his fon Ivar to revenge it; 
and.on this cccafion the famous fiandard of the Raven is 
faid to have been embroidered by his fifters, and confe- 
‘raed with fuch magic rites a; infured vidory to thofe 


écfore 
a 
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before nuhom it was borne. Under this flandard Tver 


tmade a defcent on the territories of Ella, fought with, 


vanquifhed, and put him to death in his turn. 


The ‘following Poem, if we may credit tradition, was 
tompofed by Ragnar, in his horrid place of confinemeczt. 
It is apparent, however, that tt muft have been the work 
of fome fcald or bard, probably to do honour to the me- 
mory of his deceafed king, to place before the tyes of his 
fubjetts his heroic atchievements, and urge them and his fort 
(or fons, according to the poem itfelf) to revenge. 


It is preferved by Olaus Worsius in his book De Literas 
dura Runicd. Whild the frequent return of the fame images 
and expreffions fhews the author?s unacquaiutance with the 
nicer rules of compofition, he exhibits a fpecies of Javage 
greainefs, a fierce and wild kind of fublimity, and a@ noble 
contempt of danger and death. 


An account of the original Runic, and particular coK- 
frudlion of the verfe, the harmony of which did not depend 
on rhime, but on the number of correfponding fyllables, and 
difpofition of letters, may be feen in Olans Wormius’s Ag- 
pendix. The reader is referred, likewife, to Dr. Blair's 
Critical Differtation on the Poems of Ofian. Lf for no 
ciher reafon, this Epicedium is valuable, as it, doubtlefs, 
affords a lively pifture of the. maaners and fentiments of 


the northern nations. 
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WITH our fword’s refiftlets might, 
We have thinn’d the ranks of fight. 
In early life, his volum’d train 

The crefted ferpent roll’d in vain. 
Thora’s charms, the matchlefs prize ; 
Gothland faw my fame arife. 
Thronging crouds the monfter fcan, 
Shouts applaufive hail me Man. 

All his fiercenefs prompt to try, 

The fhaggy veftment cloath’d my thigh ; 
Soon tranfpierced, in death he lay, 
My falchion {fhote for fplendid pay. 


Still a youth, we fteer our courfe,* 
T’ward the morning’s diftant fource; 
Through 


* From this firft exploit, (as the ftory goes) Ragnar obtained his 
furname of Lodbrach or Hair-Feet. For the king of Gothland 
having promifed his daughter Thora to the man who fhould 
kill a vaft ferpent which wafted the country ; Ragnar undertook 
the enterprize, and drefling himfelf in the tkins of beafts, with 
the hairy fide outermoft, threw water over them; the cold, to 
which he purpofely expofed himfelf, forming round him a fuit 
(as it were) of frozen armour. He met the ferpent, whofe teeth 
had no effect on this impenetrable mail, fixed him to the ground 
with his fpear, and ripping him up with his fword, tore out his 
heart. After the victory the king prefented him his daughter, 
and, on account of his rough drefs, gave him the name above 
mentioned, by which he was from that time diftinguithed. 
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Through the vaft Oreonic flood 
Torrents run of crimfon blood. 

The yellow-footed bird we feaft, 
Plenty fills the ravenous beatft. 

Our fteel-ftruck helms fublime refound, 
The fea is all one bleeding wound. 
Our foes lie weltering on the fhore, 
Deep the raven wades in gore. 


Olaus Magnus relates this adventure, but: fays, he fought with, 
and killed two fhakes. That the king had taken them when 
young, and bred them up as a guard for his daughter; but as 
they increafed in fize they became a public terror, and poifoned 


the country. 


Such is the fabulous beginning attributed by bards and hif> 
torians to the aGtions of Ragnar Lodbrach. Such a hero could 
not firft appear on the ftage in the common way. St. George 
and the Dragon, and Hercules ftrangling two fnakes, while in 
his cradle, naturally arife to the mind. In more obfcure and 
early ages, the romantic hath always been mixed with the true. 
— The fubfequent adventurcs of Ragnar feem, however, better 
founded, and carry no marks of fable till we come to the laft 
fcene, when the manner of his death is as wonderful and in- 


credible as his firft appearance. 


According to Olaus Wormius, every flanza began with the words 


Pugnavimus enfibus. 
We have fought with fwords, 


Crown’d 
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Crown’d with twenty rolling years, 
High we raife our glittering fpears, 
And deeds of glorious worth difplay,; 
Wherever fhities the lanip of day. 
Still we the trembling eaft appal; 
Eight mighty chiefs at Dimen fall. 
We {corn with mean and nigeard foods 
Be _ To tteat the generous eagle brood. 
The wound its ruddy fweat diftils; 
The gaping ocean carnage fills, 
- > “Their hoft is ftruck with dire difmay, 
‘Its ftrength of years diffolves away: 


“War and death terrific lowet; 

When th’ Helfingians brave our powef : 
We urge them down the gloomy road, 
They throng t*ward Odin’s dark abode. 
The Viftula beheld our courfe, | 
Our navy ftem its rapid force ; . 

The bitirig fword defeended fteep, 

Once wound extenfive elow’d the deep : 

Its fhores the reecking cutrent dy’d, 

Our falehions mock’d their armour’s pride, 
With echoing voices roar’d amain, 

And cleft their ftubborn fhields in twain. 


No watrior droop’d, no warrior fled, 
‘Till on the deck Heraudus bled. 
A braver chief, to diftant lands 


Ne’er, guided his vi€torious bands 
2 . Ne’er 
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Ne’er beheld a chief more brave 


His fhips of battle plough the wave, hy 
Fis heart impell’d by confcious might; | Hl 
With eager tranfport fought the fight. 


Their fhields afide each warrior threw; 
The {pear on rapid pinion flew ; 

Heroes its deadly {peed confeft, 

It quiver’d in the dauntlefs breaft, 
, With hunger keen the trenchant fword 
Wide the Scarfian rocks engor’d. 

His fhield became of purple grain 

FE’er Rafno fell, the king of men. 

From every helm-encircled crown, 

The blood-warm fweat in {treams ran down. 


Round th’ Indirian ifles that dav 

The crows were furfeited with prey. : 
There the wild beaft inglutted ftood, 

For plenteous was the feaft of blood. 

All fought as one, no fingle name 

Claim’d the diftinguifh’d mark of fame. 

When firft appear’d days? flaming ftar 

I faw the piercing darts of war, ‘it 
The barbed arrows took their flight He) 
When firft he ftreak’d the eatt with light, He 
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Our fwords loud-bellow’d o’er the flain 

Till Eiflin fell on Laneo’s plain. 

Thence enrich’d with golden fpoil, 

War to our routed foemen’s foil 

We bring: where helmets throng’d the; field 
The falchion cut the pictured fhield ; 

Their necks deep-pierc’d, with muft abound, 
It flows their cloven brains around. 


Drench’d in blood our fhields we rear, 
The oil of blood anoints our {pear. 

In the Boringholmian bay 

Making its quick tempeftuous way, 
The cloud of darts was onward borne, 
Our targets were in funder torn. 

The bows their iron fhower expel, 

In the fierce conflict Volnir fell. 

No king on earth cou!d him exceed, 
In valour and heroic deed. 

Wide o’er the land the flaughter’d lay, 
The howling beafts embrac’d their prey. 


The battle rag’d with heightened luft, 
E’er princely Freyer bit the duft. 

His breaft-plate’s golden mail of yore 
The hard blue fword, infteep’d in gore, 
Confliiing with our warrior hoft, 

Had hewn upon the Flandrian coaft. 
The virgin ftruck with woe appears 
When fhe that morning’s carnage hears 5 


A. copious 


A copious banquet we had given 
To the fierce wolf, and birds of heaven. 


Gafping in death thefe eyes furvey’d, 
An hundred times an hundred laid. 
In hafte we fail’d, a dreadful band, 
To combat on A&nglane’s land ; 

Six following days the rifing fun 
Beheld the ftrife of {words begun, 
And fix fucceeding evenings clofe, 
Till proftrate fall our vanquith’d foes. 
Urg’d by our fteel to fink in fight, 
Valdiofur confefs’d its might. 


The rain of blood our falchions pour, 

It fmokes on Bardafyrdea’s fhore. 

Doom’d to the hawks a pallid croud, 

The murmuring ftring was twang’d aloud. 
Then where in Odin’s deathful fight 

The greedy fword, with eager bite, 
Devour’d the cuirafs, there the bow, 

The cafque, the morion fwiftly flow, 

The bow with poifon fharp to wound, 
With fanguine fweat.befprinkled round. 


The fport of war intent to try, 

We rear our magic fhields on high. 
In Hiadningia’s echoing bay 
Firft began th’ heroic play. 
I 2 
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The vengeful fwords whirl’d o ’er the main 
Their ftrong-knit bucklers tear in twain | 
With mingled clafh our arms refound, 

The helms of men to duft are ground. 
Not with more tranfport by ‘his fide 

The lover clafps his beauteous bride. 


The thick-rais’d ftorm our fhields defy; 
In Northumbria’s land they lye, 

Their gory carcafes beftrew 

The foil, and taint the morning dew, 
Routed they fled with wild difmay, 
Their boafted warriors dar’d nor flay, 
Where the fword with grim delight 
Their helmets polifh’d plains would bite. 
The genial bed fuch rapture warms, 
Blet with the youthful widow’s charmse 


Herthiofe efcap’d our force, 

And widely fped his profperous courfe, 
Where with rude rocks againft the fkies 

The fouthern Orcades arife, 

While He who gave Us,.to difplay, 

And fhine in victory’s bright array, 

Rogvald, our glory and our pride, 
Compell’d by fate’s ftern mandate died. 
Plung’d in the ftorm of arms He fell ; 

Then moura’d the Hawks with fhrieking yell. 


‘ 4 For. 
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For dreadful in the {port of war, 

The darts of blood He hurl’d afar ; 
The darts of blood He well could wield, 
The fhatter’d helms beftrew’d the: field. 


Heaps pil’d on heaps the warriors lye, 
The Hawk looks down with joyous eye, 
The paftime fees, and clotted gore, 
Envying the eagle, nor the boar. 
Together rufh the fhield and fword, 
Then fell Irlandia’s haughty Lord 
Marftan ; He floats in Vedra’s bay, 
The hungry Raven’s deftined prey. 


Amid the weapons ftrifeful fcorn, 
Many a hero in the morh : 

Of life and glory prefs’d the plain. 
My fon mature in fame was flain, 
Ripe in renown the duft He prefs’d, 
The griding falchion rived his breaft, 
By Egill, dauntlefs Agner dies, 

He rends his arms, the victor’s. prize. 
In Hamdus’ corfelet founds the lance, 
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Red lightnings from the ftandards glance. 
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Sparing of words, the brave I view ; 

Their foes they prodigally flew, 

‘Thrown to the wolves ; th’ Endilian flood 
For feven whole days was ftain’d with blood, 
So looks the wine our handmaids bear, 

Died deep the impurpled fhips appear. 

The falchion raging mid th’ alarms, 

And hoarfe tumultuous din of arms, 

Gafh’d many a mailed cuirafs bright, 

In Scioldungia’s fatal fight, 


I faw the widow’s darling joy, 

I faw the virgin‘s fair-hair’d boy, 

Saw them in morning beauty gay, 
Saw fet in death their youthful ray, 
Warm with many a glowing ftream, 
Tla’s ruddy billows gleam. 

As by circling nymphs fupplied, 

The fervid bath, in copious tide, 
From the vine’s nectareous hoard 
Floats around the focial board. 

H’er Orn expir’d, with frequent ftroke, 
I faw his blood-ftain’d buckler broke ; 
By trong neceffity controul’d, | 
Inverted life forfakes the bold, 


The game of flaughtering fwords, we hatte, 
Where Lind frowns o’er the watery watte, 
4 With 
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With three contending Kings to try ; 

How few efcape ? rejoic’d to fly! 

The wild beafts gnarring throng the ftrand, 
The hawk and wolf commingled ftand, 

Tear them with goading hunger’s fire, 

Nor till with carnage cramm’d, retire. 

While fierce we fmote, th’ Hybernian’s blood, 
With copious torrents fwell’d the flood. 


The fteel’s fharp fang, and bite fevere 
The buckler prov’d; the whizzing f{pear, 
Speeding to its direction true, 

The breaft-plate chafed of golden hue. 
Onlugs will mark for many an age 

The traces of that battle’s rage. 

There march’d the Kings with eager feet 
Intent the fport of fwords to meet. 
The crimfon’d ifle, on all its caaft 

Saw the red foaming billows toft. 

Or from the defperate fight rebounds, 

A. flying dragon full of wounds. 


The brave with ardour yield their breath, 
Nor heed the fure approach of death ; 
The thought of death their bofom warms, 
They meet it in the form of arms, 
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He oft deplores this ficlesttate, 

Vho never dar’d the frowns of fate, 
Lur’d by the cheek of pallid fear 
The joyful eagle hovers near. 

The coward to himfelf a peft, 
Forbids the fhield to guard his breaft, 


This I eftablifh. juft and right, 

That hurrying on to clofeft fight, 
Youth againit youth, with fervent heat, 
Should rufh, norman from man retreat. 
Long time was this the Hero’s’ pride; — 
And all who by the virgin’s fide 

Afpire to lye, and tafte her charms, 
Should nobly flem the roar of arms, 


Boubtlefs the fates our actions lead, 
Beyond their limits none can tread, 

i Little of yore did I forefee, 
That Ella would my death decree ; 
When half-expiring with my wound, 
Anxious I threw my garb around ; 
Conceal’d it from the’ warrior train, 
And launch’d my’ veflels on the maim? 
Then over all the Scotian flood 


We gave the beafls of prey their food. 
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Hence fpringing in my thoughtful mind, 
A never-failing joy I find ; 

For well I know, fuperbly graced, 

For me the lofty feat is placed, 

For me the gen’rous mead fhall foam 
In father Balder’s feftal dome : 

From goblets pour’d its copious tide 

By fkulls of recreant foes fupplied. 

The brave fhall ne’er lament their death 
In Odin’s fplendid courts beneath ; 

No clamours vain I thither bear, 


No fickly murmurs of defpair. 


Aflanga’s fons would foon draw nigh, 
With utmoft fwiftnefs hither fly, 

And arm’d with falchions gleaming bright 
Prepare the bitter deeds of fight, 

If told, or could they. but divine 

What woe, what dire mifchance is mine 
How many ferpents round me hang, 

And tear my flefh with poifonous fang ; 
A mother to my fons I gave 

With native worth who framp’d them brave. 


Fatt to th’ hereditary end, 
Te my allotted goal I tend, 
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Fix’d ts the viper’s mortal harm ; 
Within my heart, his manfion warm, 

i; In the recefles of my breaft 

The withing fake hath form’d his neff. 
Yet Odin may m vengeance fpread 

Me ‘The bloody feourge o’er Ella’s head, 

eh i My fon’s fierce anger, at the tale, 

i Shall change to red, frem deadly pale. 
The fiery youths, at my deceafe, 

Shall flarting fhun the feat of peace, 


Full fifty times I trod the field, 

My ftandard rear’d, and poifed my fhield, 
at War’s willing gueft; nor deem’d the force 
a Of human hand would check my courfe, 
Panting to gaina matchlefs name, 

And foar o’er every King im fame, 

For well in earheft years I taught - 

My fwerd to drink the cnmfon draught, 

The fillers now my fteps invite ; 

Unmoved F quit the realms of light, 


Warn’d from within —— break off the lay $ 
Th’ inviting Sifters chide my ftay, 

By Odin fent, I hear their eall, 

"They bid me to his fatal halls 
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With them high-throned, the circling bowl 
Of foaming mead fhall chear my foul, 
With joy I yield my vital breath, 

And laugh in the laft pangs of death, 


THE END OF THE Song, 
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DRINKING-HORN OF OWEN. 


THE following ballad was compofed by Owain 
Qyveiliog, prince of Powys, entitled by Him Hiruwas, 
from a Drinking-Horn Jo called, ufed at ‘feafts in his 
palace. — This ballad was compofed on account of a 
batile fought with rhe Englifh at Maelor, which is a 
part of the counties of Denbigh and Flint, according. to 
the moderna divifion. wain was driven out of bis 
country by Owain Gwynedd, prince of North Wales, and 
Rhys-ap-Griffith-ap-Rhys-ap-Tewdwr, prince of South 
Wales, A. D. 116%, and recovered it by the help of 
the Normans and Linglifh under Henry the Second. — 
fle flourifbed about A. D. 1160, in the time of Owen 
Gwynedd and his fon David.* 
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sce Evans’s Specimens of the Welch Poetry, Edit. 1774. 
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This tranflation is publifbed from Mr. Pennant’s Tour 


a : 
to Wales, who fays he owes it to the elegant pen of a 


Gentleman who has frequently obliged him. — Mr. Pen- 


nant has given a particular account of the Drinking- 


Horns. 


UPROSE the ruddy dawn of day ; 


The armies met in dread array 
On Maelor Drefred’s field : 
Loud the Britifh clarions found, 
The Saxons, gafping on the ground, 
The bloody conteft yield. 


By Owen’s arm the valiant bled ; 

From Owen’s arm the coward fled 
Aghaft with wild affright « 

Let then their haughty lords beware 


How Owen’s juft revenge they dare, 


And tremble at his fight. 


Fill the Hrrtas Horn, my boy, 
Nor let the tuneful lips be dry 
That warble Cwen’s praile ; 


Whofe walls with warlike fpoils are hung, 


And open wide his gates are flung 
In Cambria’s peaceful days. 


bos. 
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‘This hour we dedicate to joy ; 
Then fill the Hirras Horn, my boy, 
That fhineth like the fea ; 
Whofe azure handles, tip’d with gold, 
Invite the grafp of Britons bold, 
The fons of Liberty. 


Fill it higher flill, and higher, . 
Mead will nobleft deeds infpire. 

Now the battle’s loft and won, 

Give the horn to Gronwy’s fon ; 

Put it into Gwgan’s hand, 

Bulwark of his native land, 

Guardian of Sabrina’s flood, 

Who oft has dy’d his fpear in blood. 
When they hear their chieftain’s voice, 
Then his gallant friends rejoice ; 
But when to fight he goes, no more 
The feftal fhout refounds on Severn’s winding fhore. 


Fill the gold-tip’d horn with fpeed, 
(We muft drink, it is decreed.) 
Badge of honour, badge of mirth, 
That calls the foul of mufic forth ! 
As thou wilt thy life prolong, 

Fill it with Metheglin {trong. 
Gruffudd thirfts, to Gruffudd fill ; 
Whofe bloody lance is us’d to kill : 
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Matchiefs in the field of firife, 

His glory ends not with his life : 

Dragon-fon of Cynvyn’s race, 

Owen's fhicld, Arwyitli’s grace. 

To purchafe fame the warriors flew, 

Dire, and more dire, the confliG grew ; 

When fiufh’d with Mead,they bravely foughe, 

Like Belyn’s warlike fons, that Edwin's downfal wrought, 


Fill the horn with foaming liquor, 
Fillit up my boy, be quicker ; 
Hence away, defpair and forrow! 
Time enough to figh to-morrow. 
Let the brimming goblet imile, 
And Ednyfed’s cares beguile; 
Gallant youth, unus’d to fear, 
Mafter of the broken fpear, 
And the arrow-pierced fhieid, 
Brought with honour from the field. 
Like an hurricane is, He, 
-‘Burfting on the troubled fea. 
See their fpears diftain’d with gore! . 
Hear the din of battle roar! 
Bucklers, fwords, together clafhing, 
Sparkles from their helmets flafhing ! 
Hear ye not their loud alarms ? 


Hark! they fhout — to arms! to arms? 
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Thus were Garthen’s plains defended, 
Maelor fight began and ended. 

There two princes fought, and there 
Was Morach Vorvran’s feaft exchang’d for rout and fear. 


Fill the horn: ’tis my delight, 

When my friends return fromafight, 
Champions of their country’s glory, 
To record each gallant ftory— 

‘To Ynyr’s comely offspring fill, 
Foremoit in the battle ftill; 

Two blooming youths, in counfel fage, 
As heroes of maturer age ; 

In peace, and war, alike renown’d, 

Be their brows with garlands crown’d ; 
Deck’d with glory let them fhine, 

The ornament and pride of Ynyr’s antient line ! 


To Selyf fill, of eagle-heart, 
Skili’d to hurl the fatal dart: 

With the Wolf’s impetuous force 
He urgeth on his headlong courfe. 
To Tudor next, great Madoc’s fon, 
They the race of honour run 
Together in the tented field, 

And both alike difdain to yield, 
Like a lion in the fray, 

Tudor darts upon his prey. 


Rivals 


Rivals in the feats of war, 


Where danger call’d, they rufh’d from far : 


Till fhatter’d by fome hoftile ftroke, 


With horrid clang their fhields were broke ; 


Loud as the foaming billows roar, 


Or fierce contending winds on Talgath’s ftormy fhoreg 


Fill the horn with rofy wine, 
Brave Moreiddig claims it now, 
Chieftain of an antient line, 
Dauntlefs heart, and open brow. 


To the warrior it belongs, 

Prince of battles, theme of fongs! 
Pride of Powys, Mochnant’s boatt ! 
Guardian of his native coaft! — 

But ah! his fhort-liv’d triumph’s o’er, 
Brave Moreiddig is no more! 

To his penfive ghoft we’ll give 

Due remembrance, while we live ; 
And in fairy fiction drefs’d, 

Flowing hair, and fable vett, 

The tragic Mufe fhall grace our fongs, 


While brave Moreiddie’s name the mournful frain pro- 


longs. 
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Pour out the horn, (tho’ he defite it:not) 
And heave a.figh on’ Morgan’s early grave’; 
Doom’d in his clay-cold- tenement to rot, 
While we revere the memory of the! braves 


Fill again the Hirtas Horn. 
On that ever-glorious morn, 

The Britons and their foes betweén; 

What prodigies of might were feen! 

On Gweftyn’s plain the fight began’; 

But Gronwy fure was more than man} 

Him to refift, on Gweftyn’s plain, 

A hundred Saxons ftrove in vain, 

To fet the noble Meyric free, 

And change his bonds to liberty, 

The warriors vow’d. The God of day 

Scarce darted his meridian ray, 

When he beheld the conquerors fteep’d in gore, 
And Gweftyn’s bloody fight, e’er higheft, noon was o’er, 


Now a due libation pour 
To the fpirits of the dead, 
Who, that memorable hour, 
Made. the hoftile plain their. bed, 
There the glitt’ring fteel was feen, 
There the twanging bow was heard ; 
There the mighty prefs’d the green, 
Recorded by the faithful Bard, 
Madoc 


Madoc there, and Meilir brave, 


Sent many a Saxon to. his grave. 


Their drink was Mead ; their hearts were true.;_ 
And to the head their fhafts they drew ; 


But Owen’s guards, in terrible array, 
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Retiftlefs march along, and make,the world give way. 


Pour the fweet tranfparent Mead, 
(The fpear is red in time of need) 
And give to each depdrted fpirit 
The honor and reward of merit. 


What cares furround the regal fate, 
What anxious thoughts moleft the great, 
None but a prince himfelf can knasy, 


And Heav’n, that ruleth kings, and lays the mighty low. 


For Daniel fill the horn fo green, 


Of haughty brow, and angry mien ; 


While the lefs’ning tapers thine, 
Fill it up with gen’rous wine. 

He nor quarter takes, nor gives, 
But by fpoils and rapine lives. 
Comely is the youth, and brave; 
But obdurate as the grave, 

Hadft thou feen, in Maelor ficht, 
How we put the foe to flight ! 
Hadft thou feen the chiefs in arms, 


When the foe rufh’d on in fwarms ! 
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Round about their prince they ftood, 

And ftain’d their fwords with hottile blood. 
Glorious bulwarks! To their praife 

Their prince devotes his lateft lays. — 
Now, my boy, thy tafk is o’er ; 

Thou fhalt fill the horn no more. 

Long may the King of kings protect, 

And crown with blifs, my friends elects 
Where Liberty and Truth refide, 

And Virtue, Truth’s immortal bride ! 
There may we all together meet, 

And former times renew in heay’nly converfe fieet! 


R. W, 
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ELPHIN’s CONSOLATION: 
FROM THE WELCH OF TALIESIN. 


TRAN SLAC ED RB yo A L A.D; Y, 


TALIESIN, chief af ther bards Hourifued in 
the Sixth Century. His works are Sill preferved, and 


bis memory held in high veneration among his country~ 


men, —= Taliesin, when an infant, was found expofed on 
the water, wrapped in a leather bag, in a wear which 
had been granted to Elphin, fon of Guwyddno, for his 
fupport. The young prince, reduced 
burft into tears, at Jinding, as he imagined, fo unpro- 
Jitable a booty, However, he took pity on the infant, 


and caufed proper care to be taken of him. After this 
Llphin profpered ; 


by his extravagance, 


and Taliesin, when he Lrew up, wrote 


the following moral Ode, Sippofed to have been addrefjed. 


to the prince by the infant bard, on the n 


ight in which 
he was found, 
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[FROM MR. PENNANT’S6 JOURNEY TO sNowDoy.] 


Ex PHIN! fair as rofeate morn, 
Ceafe, O lovely youth ! to mourn; 
Mortals never fhould prefume 

'T'o difpute their Maker’s doom. 
Feeble race ! too blind:to fcan 

What th’ Almighty deigns for man ; 
Humble hope be ftill thy guide, 
Steady faith thy only pride, 

Then defpair will fade away, 

Like demons at th’ approach of day, 
Cunllo’s prayers acceptance gain, 
Goodnefs never fues in vain ; 

He, who form’d the fky is jut, 

In him alone, O Elphin! truft. 

See slift’ning fpoils in fhoals appear, 
Fate finiles this hour on Gwyddon’s wear- 


Elphin fair! the clouds difpel 

That on thy lovely vifage dwell ; 

Wipe, ah! wipe the pearly tear, 

Nor let thy manly bofom fear ; 

What good can melancholy give? 

*Tis bondage in her train to live. 
Pungent forrows doubts proclaim, 

Tll fuits thofe doubts a chriftian’s name; 


Thy great Creator’s wonders trace, 

His love, divine to mortal race, 

Then doubt, and fear,,and pain will fly, 
And hope beam radiant in thine eye, 
Behold me, leaft of human kind, 

Yet heav’n illumes my foaring mind. 
Lo! from the yawning deep I came, 
Friend to thy lineage and thy fame, 

To point thee out the paths of truth, 

To guard from hidden recks thy youth : 
From feas, from mountains, far and wide, 
God will the good and virtuous guide. 


Elphin fair! with virtue blett, 

Let not that virtue idly reft ; 

If rous’d, ’twill yield thee fure relief, 
And banifh far unmanly grief 3 

Think on that pow’r whofe arm can fave, 
Who e’en can {natch thee from the grave ; 
He bade my harp for thee be ftrung, 
Prophetic lays he taught my tongue. 
Though like a flender reed I grow, 
Tofs’d by the billows to and-fro’, 

Yet ftill, by him infpir’d, my fong 

The weak can raife, confound the ftrong ¢ 
Aim not I better, Elphin, fay, 

Than thoufands of thy fealy prey ? 
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Elphin! fair as rofeate morn, 

Ceafe, O lovely youth! to mourn. 

Weak on my leathern couch LI lie, 

Yet heavn’ly lore I can defery ; 

Gifts divine my tongue infpire, 

My bofom glows cel¢ftial fire ; 

Mark! how it mounts! my lips difclofe 

‘The certain fate of Elphin’s foes. 

| Fix thy hopes on him alone, 
Who is th’ eternal Three in One; 
There thy ardent vows be given, 
Prayer acceptance meets from Heaven ; 
Then thou fhalt adverfe fate defy, 

And Elphin glorious live and die, 
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FROM THE WELCH. 


By Mr. CL kB: UAT HLe AT. 


OWEN’: praife demands my fong, 
Owen fwift, and Owen {trong ; 
Faireft fower of Roderic’s ftem, 

4 Gwyneth’s fhield, and Britain’s gem. 
He nor heaps his brooded ftores, 

Nor on all profufely pours ; 

Lord of every regal art, 

Liberal hand, and open heart. 


* From Mr. Evans’s Specimen of the Welch Poetry; Laa- 
don, 1764, Qnarto. Owen fucceeded his father Grifin ia the 
principality of North Wales, “A. Di ri2z0. -Tais battle was fougit 


near forty years afterwards. 


4 North; Wales, 
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Big with hofts of mighty name, 
Squadrons three againft him came 5 
This the force of Eirin hiding, 
Side by fide as proudly riding, 

On her fhadow long and gay 

* Lochlin ploughs the wat’ry way 5 
‘There the Norman fails afar 

Catch the winds, and join the war 
Black and huge along they fwweep, 
Burthens of the angry deep. 


Dauntlefs on his native fands 

} The Dragon-Son of Mona ftands ; 
In glitt’ring arms and glory dreft, 
High he rears his ruby cret. 

There the thund’ring ftrokes begin, 
There the prefs, and there the din; 
Talymalfra’s rocky fhore 

Echoing to the battle’s roar. 

{ Check’d by the torrent-tide of blood 
Backward Meinai rolls his flood ; 
While, heap’d his mafter’s feet around, 
Proftrate warriors knaw the ground, 


* Denmark. 


+ The Red Dragon is the device of Cadwallader, which all hi¢ 
defcendants bore on their banners. 

{ This* and the three following Lines are not ‘in’ thé’ former 
editions, but are now added from the author’s MSS, 
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Where his glowing eye-balls turn, 
Thoufand banners round him burn. 


Where he points his purple fpear, 


Hafty, hafty rout is there, 
Marking with indignant eye 
Fear to ftop, and fhame to fly. 
There Confufion, Terror’s child, 
Confli&t fierce, and Ruin wild, 
Agony, that pants for breath, 
Defpair and honourable death. 


DE A TH }-0 erpetipbgaeig! 
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HAD fF but the torrent’s might, 
With headlong rage and wild affright 
Upon Deira’s {quadron’s hurl’d, 


To rufh, and fweep them from the world! 


Too, too fecure in youthful pride 
By them my friend, my Hoel, died, 
Great Cian’s fon: of Madoc old 
He afk’d no heaps of hoarded gold ; 
Alone in nature’s wealth array’d, 

He afk’d, and had the lovely maid. 

* OF Aneurim, ftiled the monarch of the bards. He floue 
ieffin, A.D. 570. This Ode is exe 


See Mr, Evans’s Specimens, p. 74 
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To Cattraeth’s vale in glitt’ring row 
‘Twice two hundred warriors go ; 
Every warrior’s manly neck 
Chains of regal honour deck, 
Wreath’d in many a golden link : 
From the golden cup they drink 
Nedtar, that the bees produce, 

Or the grape’s extatic juice. 

Flufh’d with mirth, and hope they burn: 
But none from Cattraeth’s vale return, 
Save Aéron brave, and Conan ftrong, 
(Burfting thro’ the bloody throng) 

And I, the meaneft of them all, 

That live to weep, and fing their fall. 
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By Mr. R O' BI N-S O° N 


WHEN will my troubled, foul have reft 2.. 
4 The beauteous Lilweyn cried, 
As thro’ the mirky fhade of night, 
With frantic ftep fhe hyed. 


When ‘hall thofe eyes my Gyneth’s face, 
My Gyneth’s form furvey, 


When fhall thofe longing eyes again, 
Behold the coming day? 


Cold are the dews that wet my cheek, 
The night-mift damps the ground, 

Appalling echoes {trike mine ear, 
And f{pe&res gleam around. 


vivid licht’nineg’s tranfient rays 


is all the ight my fate affords, 


‘Tomark my thorny way, 
, i From 
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From the black mountain’s ‘awful height, 
Where Llathryth’s turrets rife, 

The night-owl {creams a direful fong, 
And warns me as fhe flies. 


The chilling blaft, the whiftling winds, 
The trembling ramparts fhake, 

The favage tenants of the wood’ 
Their fecret haunts forfake. 


Oh Branworth, Lion of the field, © 
Now hear a maiden plead, 

In pity fpare my Gyneth’s breaft, 
Or, too, let Liweyn’s bleed. 


To valiant feats of arms renown’d 
Shall earthly praife be given, 
But deeds of Mercy, mighty chief, 

Are regifter’d in heaven. 


Thy praifes fhall refounding fill 
The palace of thy foe, 
While down the joyful Liweyn’s cheek, 
' ‘The grateful tear fhall flow. 


Now the grey morning’s glimm’ring light 
Dawn’d in the mifty-tkies, 

When at.the lofty lattice grate, 

Her lover’s form the {pies. 
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He lives, fhe cried, my ‘Gyneth, lives, 
Youth of the crimfon fhield, 

Ht ; ‘The graceful hero of my heart, 

| The glory of the field. 


Come down, my foul’s dehght, the faid, 
i | Thy blue-eyed Llewyn fee, 
ae ¥rganvy’s daughter, thy true love, 
i ae Who lives alone for thee. 


: Then hafte thee from thy prifon-houfe, 

Ere yet the foe doth rife, | 

Oh hafte, ere yet the morning fun 

" Doth gild the Eaftern fkies, . 

O! fpeak, my foul is chill’d with fear, — . “ 
My fault’ring voice doth fail; = ; | 

Why are thy darling eyes fo dim, Hear <3 “4 = 
Thy checks fo deathly pale ? | 


Tam thy Gyneth’s ghoft, fweet maid, | 
(Avoid the mad’ning fight,) ~ shea ‘ 

Thofe eyes that now fo dead appear ear pea 
Are lock’d in endlefs night. — bgen 


This heart, that only beat for thee, 

Is rent with many a wound; 
Cieftgis my fhield, my glitt’ring {pear 
Lies broken on the ground. 
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My bones'the eagle hath conveyed, 
''To feed her rav’nous brood; - 
The favage Branworth’s cruel hand, 
Hath fpilt my purple blood. 


Then hie thee hence, ill-fated maid, 

- Ere greater ills betide, 

To where. Tievi’s filver ftreams. 
Along the vallies glide. 


There, where the modeft primrofe blooms, 
Pale as thy lover’s fhade, 

Fis mangled relicts thou fhalt find 
Beneath the green turf laids 


Then hie thee hence, with holy bands, 
Build up a facred fhrine, , 

And, Oh, chafte maid! thy faith to prove, 
Mingle thy duft with mine. 


(The mother, who her babe beholds, 
In infant fweetnefs dreft, 

~ Seiz’d by the chilling hand of death, 

Expiring at her breatt. 


The village maid, whom morrow’s dawn 
Had hail’d a wedded fair, 

Beholds her lover’s breathlefs corfe, 
Scorch’d by the light’ning’s glare.) 


Vou, III. 
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So ftood the hopelefs frantic maid, 
Yrganvy’s graceful child! 

Cold was her heart, her dove-like eyes 
Fix’d in amazement wild. 


And art thou gone, my gallant youth, 
Cropp’d in thy early prime ; 

I thought myfelf to be thy bride, 
My virgin-heart was thine. 


No more thefe fad and weeping eyes 
My father’s houfe fhall fee; 

Thy kindred fpirit calls me hence 5 
I hafte to’ follow thee. 


Befide thy tomb, the pilgrim’s tear 
‘Shall join the chryftal fpring, 

Around the folemn dirge of woe 
Shall ancient druids fing. 


The weary trav’ller, faint and fad, 
Shall ftay his fteps awhile 3. 

The mem’ry of his own hard fate 
The ftory fhall beguile. 


There, wet with many a-holy tear, 
The fweeteft flow’rs fhall blow ; 

There Llwey’ns ghoft fhall mark the fhrine 
A monument of woe. 
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Thrice did he ope the lattice grate, 
And thrice he bid adieu ; 

When, lo! to join the parting fhade, 
The maiden’s fpirit flew. 


Xe 
THE CAROUSAL OF ODIN. 


By Mre Penrofe. 


FIL L the honey’d bev’rage high, 
Fill the feulls, *tis Oprn’s cry : 

Heard ye not the powerful call, 
Thund’ring thro’ the vaulted hall ? 

“¢ Fill the meath, and fpread the board, 
“¢ Vaflals of the griefly Lord.””— 


The 


* Mr. Penrofe was the fon of the Reverend Mr. Penrofe, i 
rector of Newbury, Berks, and was. himfelf intended for the at 
church, —_ He ftudied at Chrift-Church, Oxon until 4762, when [| 
his eager tusm to the naval and military line impelled. him to 
embark in the unfortunate: expedition againft Nova Colonia in 
South America, under the command of Captain Macnamara. e=s. Ni 
. The iffue was fatal: The Clive, the largeft veffel, was burned, | 
and though the ambufcade efcaped on board of which Mr, Pens i : 
Lz 


rofe 
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The portal hinges grate, —they come —= 
The din of voices rocks the dome. 
In ftalk the various forms, and dreft 
} In various armour, various vett, 
With helm and morion, targe and fhield, 
Some quivering launces couch, fome biting maces wield : 
All march with haughty ftep, all proudly fhake the creft, 


The feaft begins,- the feull goes round, 
Laughter fhouts —the fhouts refound. 
The gut of war fubfides — E’en now 
" The grim chief curls his cheek, and fmooths his rugged 


brow. 


rofe, aéting as lieutenant of marines, was wounded; yet the 
hardfhips he fuftained in a prize floop utterly ruined his confti- 
tution. Returning to England with ample teftimonies of his gal- 
lantry and good behaviour, he finifhed his ftudies at Hertford- 
College, Oxon; and, having taken orders, accepted the curacy 
ef Newbury. After he had continued in that ftation about ‘nine 
years, it feemed as if the clouds of difappointment were clearing 
away, for he was then prefented, by a friend who knew his 
worth, to'a living of sool. per annum. It ‘came too late; for, 
going to Briftol for the benefit of the waters, he died there in 
1779, aged thirty-fix years, univerfally beloved for his- amiable 
and fociable qualities. — In “1768 he married Mifs Mary Slo- 
cock, of Newbury, by whom he had’ one fon, now on the foun- — 
gation of Winton College. 


«¢ Shame 
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“@$hame to your placid front, ye men of death i 
Cries Hitpa, with diforder’d breath. 
Hell echoes back her feoff of fhame 
To the inactive rev’ling Champion’s name. 
<‘ Call forth the fong,” fhe feream’d ; — the minftrels 


came — 
The theme’ was glorious war, the dear delight 


Of fhining beft in field, and daring moft in fight. 


t¢ Joy to the foul,” the Harpers fung, 

s¢ When embattl’d ranks among, 

‘¢ The fteel-clad Knight, in vigour’s bloom, 
(«* Banners waving o’er his plume) 

‘© Foremoft rides, the flower and boaft 


¢¢ Of the bold determin’d hoft !”’ 


With greedy ears the guefts each note devour’d 
Each ftruck his beaver down, and grafp’d his faithful 
{word. 
The fury mark’d th’ aufpicious deed, 
And bad the Scalds proceed. 


‘© Joy to the foul! a joy divine! 

« When conflicting armies join ; 

«¢ When trumpets clang, and bugles found ; 

‘¢ When ftrokes of death are dealt around ; 

<¢ When the fword feafts, yet craves for more; 
«¢ And every gauntlet drips with gore.”’ = 


L3 
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The charm prevail’d, up ruth’d the -madden’d throng, 
Panting for carnage, as they foam’d along, 

Fierce Opin’s felf led forth the frantic band, - 

To fatter havock wide o’er many a guilty land. 


XT. 
THE FIELD OF BATTLE. 


By Mr. Penrofe. 


FAINTLY. braytdchebaoleterper 
Diftant down the hollow wind ; 
Panting terror fled before, 


Wounds and death were left behind. 


The War-fiend curs’d the funken day, 
That check’d his fierce purfuit too foon : 
While, fcarcely lighting to the prey, 
Low hung, and lour’d the bloody moon. 


The field, fo late the hero’s pride, 
Was now with various carnage fpread ; 
And floated with a crimfon tide, 


That drench’d the dying and the dead. 


O’er the fad fcene of drearieft view, 
Abandon’d all to horrors wild, 

With frantic ftep Maria flew, 
Maria, Sorrow’s early child; 


By duty led, for every vein 
Was warm’d by Hymen’s pureft flame ; 
With Edgar o’er the wintry main 


She, lovely, faithful, wanderer, came. 


For well fhe thought, a friend fo dear 
In darkeft hours might joy impart ; 
Her warrior, faint with toil, might chear, 
Or foothe her bleeding warrior’s finart. 


Tho? look’d for long—in chill affright, 
(The torrent burfting from her eye) 

She heard the fignal for the fight — 
While her foul trembled in a figh — 


She heard, and clafp’d him to her breatt, 


Yet fearce could urge th’ inglorious fay ; 


His manly heart the charm confeft — 


Then broke the charm; —and rufh’d away. 


Too foon in few —= but deadly words, 

Some flying ftraggler breath’d to tell, 
That in the foremott ftrife of fwords 
The young, the gallant Edgar fell, 
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She preft to hear — fhe caught the tale — 
At ev’ry found her blood congeal’d ; — 
With terror bold — with terror pale, 
She fprung to fearch the fatal field. 


O’er the fad fcene in dire amaze 

She went — with courage not her own —~ 
On many a corpfe fhe caft her gaze — 

And turn’d her ear to many a groan, 


Drear anguifh urged her to prefs 

Full many a hand, as wild fhe mourn?d i= 
—— Of comfort glad, the drear carefs 

The damp, chill, dying hand return’d. 


Her ghaftly hope was well nigh fled — 
When late pale Edgar’s form fhe found, 
Flalf-bury’d with the hoftile dead, 
And bor’d with many a grifly wound. 


She knew — fhe funk —= the night-bird feream’d 
— The moon withdrew her troubled light, 

And left the fair, — tho’ fall’n fhe feem’d— 
To worfe than death — and deepeft night. 


> 
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OD GRAIL ADS: 


XJi. 


Song by Richard the Firft, Coeur de Lion, written 
during his imprifonment in the Tenebreufe, or Black 
Tower. 


Tranflated by Dr. Burney. — From the fecond volume 
of Dr. Burney’s General Hiftory of Mujic. 


N 0 wretched captive of his prifon fpeaks, 
Unlefs with pain, and bitternefs of foul; 
Yet confolation from the Mufe he feeks, 
Whofe voice alone misfortune can controul. 
Where now is each ally, each baron, friend, 
Whofe face I ne’er beheld without a fmile, 
Will none, his fov’reign to redeem, expend 
‘The fmalkeft portion of his treafures vile ? 


‘Though none may blufh that near two tedious years, 
Without relief, my bondage has endur’d, 

Yet know my Englifh, Norman, Gafcon peers, , 
Not one of you fhould thus remain immur’d ; 

The meanett fubje&t of my wide domains, 

Had I been free, a ranfom fhould have found; 

I mean not to reproach you with my chains, 


Yet ftill I wear them on a foreign ground! 
Too 
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Too true it is, fo felfifh human race! 

é¢ Nor dead, nor captive, friend or kindred find,” 
Since here I pine in bondage and difgrace, 

For lack of gold, my fetters to unbind. 

Much for myfelf I feel, yet ah! {till more 

That no compaflion from my fubjects flows ; 
What can from infamy their names reftore, 

If, while a pris’ner death my eyes fhould clofe. 


But finall is my furprize, though great my grief, 
To find, in fpite of all his folemn vows, 

My lands are ravag’d by the Gallic chief, 

While none my caufe has courage to efpoufe. 
Though lofty tow’rs obfcure the chearful day, 
Yet, through the dungeon’s melancholy gloom, 
Kind Hope, in gentle whifpers, feems.to fay, 

© Perpetual thraldom is not yet thy doom.” 


Ye dear companions of my happy days, 
Oh Chail and Penfavin aloud declare, 
Throughout the earth in everlafting lays, 


My foes again{ft me wage inglorious war. 


Oh tell them too, that ne’er among my crimes 
Did breach of faith, deceit, or fraud appear ; 
That infamy will brand to lateft times 
The infults I receive while captive here. 
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‘Know all ye men, of Anjou and Touraine, 
And ev’ry bach’lor knight, robuft and brave, 
That duty now and love alike are vain, 


From bonds your fov’reign and your friend to fave. 


Remote from confolation here I lie, 

The wretched captive of a pow’ful foe, 
Who all your zeal and ardour can defy, 
Nor leaves you ought but pity te beftow! 


Aii. 


Military Song on the French champion Roland. 


' Tranflated by Dr. Burney. — From the fecond volume 


of Dr, Burney’s General Hiftory of Mufic. 


L E T ev’ry valiant fon of Gaul 

Sing Roland’s deeds, her greateft glory, 
Whofe name will ftouteft foes appal, 

And feats infpire for future ftory. 

Roland in childhood had no fears, 

‘Was full of tricks, nor knew a letter, 
Which, though it coft his mother tears, 
His father cried **So much the better: 

#¢ We'll have him for a foldier bred, 

“¢ His ftrength and courage let us nourith, 
“* If bold the heart, though wild the head, 
—& Tn war he’ll but the better flourifh.”’ 
Let ev’ry, &c. 
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Roland arriv’d at man’s eftate . 
Prov’d that his father well admonifh’d, 
For then his prowefs was fo great 
‘That all the world became aftonifh’d, 
Battalions, fquadrons, he could break, 
And fingly give them fuch a beating, 
That, feeing him, whole armies quake, 
And nothing think of but retreating, 
Let ew’ry, &c. 


In fingle combat ’twas the fame: 
‘To him all foes were on a level, 
For ev’ry one he overcame, 
If giant, forc’rer, monfter, devil. 
His arm no danger e’er could ftay, 
Nor was the goddefs Fortune fickle, : 
For if his foe he did not flay, 
He left him in a rueful pickle. > 
Let ev’ry, &c. 


In fealing walls with highetft glee, 

He firft the ladder fixt, then mounted ; 

Let him, my boys, our model be, 

Who men or perils never counted. 

At night, with fcouts he watch would keep, 

With heart more gay than one in million, 

Or elfe on knapfack founder fleep 

Then general in his proud pavilion. 
Levev'ry, &c. 


a 
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On ftubborn foes he vengeance wreak’d, 
And laid about him like a Tartar, 
But if for mercy once they fqueak’d, 
He was the firft to grant them quarter. 
The battle won, of Roland’s foul 
Fach milder virtue took pofleffion ; 
To vanquith’d foes he o’er a bowl 
His heart furrender’d at difcretion. 

Let ev’ry, &c. 


When afk’d why Frenchmen wield the brand, 
And dangers new each day follicit, 

He faid, ’tis Charlemagne’s command, 

To whom our duty is implicit: 

His minifters, and chofen few, 

No doubt have weigh’d thefe things in private, 
Let us his enemies fubdue, 

Tis all that foldiers e’er fhould drive at. 


Let ev’ry, &c. 


Roland like Chriftian true would live, 
Was feen at mafs, and in proceffion ; 
And freely to the poor would give, 
Nor did he always-fhun confeffion. 
But bifhop Turpin had decreed 

(His counfel in each weighty matter) 
That ’twas a good and pious deed 

His country’s foes to drub and {catter. 


Perey ry, &c, 
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At table Roland ever gay, 
Would eat, and drink, and laugh, and rattle, 
But all was in a prudent way, 
On days of guard, or eve of battle. 
For ftill to king and country true 
He held himfelf their conftant debtor, : 
And only drank in feafon due, 
When to tranfact he’d nothing better. 
Let ev’ry,. &c. 


To captious blades he ne’er would bend, 
Who quarrels fought on flight pretences ; 
Though he, to focial joys a friend, 
Was flow to give or take offences, 
None e’er had caufe his arm to dread 
But thofe who wrong’d his prince, or nation, 
On whom whene’er to combat led, 
He dealt out death and devaftation. 
Let ev'ry) ae: 
Roland too much adored the fair, 
From whom e’en heroes are defencelefs, 
And by a queen of heauty rare 
He all at once was render’d fenfelefs. 
One haplefs morn fhe left the knight, 
Who, when he mifs’d her, grew quite frantic, 
Our pattern let him be in fight : 
His love was fomewhat too romantic. 
_Let ev’ry, &c. 
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His mighty uncle, Charles the Great, 
Who Rome’s imperial fceptre wielded, 
Both early dignity and flate 
With high commana to Roland yielded. 
Yet though a Gen’ral, Count, and Peer, 
Roland’s kind heart all pride could fmother, 
For each brave man from van to rear 
He treated like a friend and brother. 
Let ev’ry, &c. 


XIV. 


Song from Thibaut, king of Navarre. 


Tranflated by Dr. Burney. — from the fecond volume 


of Dr. Burney’s General Hiftory of Mufic. 


I THOUGHT Id vanquifh’d mighty love, 
But find myfelf deceiv’d ; 

For ev’ry hour alas! I prove 

The conqueft unatchiev’d. 

By day I feek for eafe in vain, 

Or call on fleep by night ; 

Sighs, tears, complaints, increafe my pain, 
Nor does a hope, ye pow’rs! remain, 
That the will e’er my love requite. 
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‘The libertine alone betrays 

The kind and conftant heart, 

But 1 would die ten thoufand ways 

Ere pain to her impart. 

No thought my throbbing breaft can cheer 
But her in blifs to fee: 

Yet in her coy and wild career 

Hee Could I but catch this flying deer 

; Flow happy then would Theobald be! 


This lovely deer, more white than fhow, 

With locks like burnifh’d gold 

Which o’er her polifh’d fhoulders flow, 
Courageous is and bold. 

In peril oft fhe ftands at bay, 

Where wolves with cunning fraught 

Are on the watch by night and day 

To feize the courteous as their prey 

Whe tet their wicked wiles at naught. 


A brave accomplifh’d knight o’ercome 
And ftript of arms and fame, 

While barn and vineyard, houfe and home 
Are food for fire and flame ; 
Than me lefs torture feels and pain 

While rigour thus I prove, 

For never did I yet attain 

The gift feraphic of a fwain 


Who could without a premium love. 


The flighteft, fmalleft boon to fhare 
Is all I humbly crave, 

To drive away the fiend Defpair 

And fnatch me from the grave. 

And is it then no crime to wound 

A fathful lover’s heart ? 

To hear his fad complaints refound, 
Then dafh him to the abyfs profound, 
Nor at his cruel fuff’rings ftart ? 


Pronounce, my fair, a milder doom 
Before you’ve kill’d me quite, 

For pity then too late will come 
When plung’d in endlefs night, 

A little love while yet I live 

Is worth a world in grave, 

And ’tis ceconomy to give 

When by a trivial donative 

A heavy future charge we fave. 
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“¢ The laft ftanza, which is not entire in the original, 
has been amplified in the Englith, to fupply a fufficient 


number of lines, for the melody.” 


Vo. III, 
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xYV. 
The firft complaint of the lord of Crequi. 


From the French of Monfieur Arnaud, 


Hair glooms congenial with my woe! 
Here my full heart is free to vent its fighs ; 
The only pleafure [can know, 

That to my tortur’d breaft relief fupplies : 
While never-ceafing horrours round me rife, 
Rapt by my early paffion’s facred glow, 

I triumph, and abfolve the fkies. 


The pride of Paris, Abelard, 
By Cupid’s dart inftruéted how to write, 
Poffefs’d not fuch unchane’d regard, 
Though Eloifa’s graces charm’d the fight, 
And his love foar’d beyond the vulgar height: 
To paint Adelia afks a heavenly bard ; 
And I could teach a nobler flight, 


O.E.D., BAL LADS. 
*Tis I, Adelia, ah! ’tis I, 


Who thus have lov’d, and ne’er can love but you. 
And do you generoufly vie 

In equal faith, to my dear mem’ry true ? 

Still, dill, your voice I hear, your charms I view} 
Fair as the opening rofe-bud to my eye, 

Your virgin beauty blooms anew. 


Your image foftens all my pains ; 
My kind companion on this hoftile fhore ! 
Yes; ’tis your hand that break my chains, 
*Tis love alone-can liberty reftore. 
Delightful fcenes with you I trace once more — 
Falfe, fleeting dream! the dreary cell remains, 
And pleafure leaves me to deplore. 


My eyes in death I hatte to clofe, 
Ne’er raptur’d to behold my fon fo dear ; 
Ne’er, beft of fires, what nature owes, 
O’er thy fad urn to pour the tender tear. 
My corpfe, withheld from a domettic bier, 
In a detefted land, mid impious foes, 


Ignobly muft be buried here. 


Had powerful fate in wrath decreed 
My days to end by godlike Louis’ fide ; 
Had I been doom’d to fight and bleed 
In truth’s defence, or e’en with love my guide’; - 
Then I had liv’d with fame, and nobly died! 
But a vile flave I die indeed, 


And in oblivion’s gloom muft hide. 
M 2 
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In vain, dear object, mutt I grieve ? 

Come, let me in thy gentle arms expire ; 
Come, and the fondeft heart receive ; 

Your’s are its parting figh and laft defire. 

Should o’er my tomb, more fweet than angel’s lyre, 
Pity’s foft murmur from your bofom heave, 

My foul would own its wonted fire. 


Vain hope! I humbly heaven conjure, 

The knight thy countryman this way to fend; 
Thefe rugged rocks, this cave obfcure, 

That bear my wretched name, a clue fhall lend ; 

Thefe cyprefs fhades the doleful tale extend ; 
And, while thefe murm’ring ftreams endure, 

I cannot fighs unechoed fpend. 


XVI. 
The fecond complaint of the lord of Crequi. 


From the Freach of Monfieur Arnaud. 


W ITHIN this horror-frowning tower 
How wretched I! 

Forlorn and darkfome, ev’ry hour 
I with to die! 

Ah! would to Providence, in France 
My woes were known! 

UWnlefs fome Chriftian friend advance, 

- Fate ends my moan. 


Crequi my name, a banner’d knight, 
My merit made ; 

My family’s entail’d delight, 
The fam’d crufade. 

Near Boulogn, tow’rd the Flemith fhore, 
My caftle rofe : 

There may at leaft, life’s conflict o’er, 
My duft repofe! 


The lord, my father, rear’d with pride 
His fav’rite fon ; 

Godfrey in Palefline his guide, 
He fame had won. 

Exciting me, with pious joy, 
His path to tread ; 

The Pagan legions to deftroy, 


He bravely bred. 


Not long it was my pride to know 
A knight’s degree, 

When Cupid, with his conq’ring bow, 
‘Took aim at me. 

My noble bride had wealth in ftore, 
And many a rood ; 

But, what I juftly valued more, 

Was fair and good, 
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The Morning Rofe her charming name, 
By all allow’d ; 4 
So the young beauties of her frame 
Surpriz’d the crowd ! 
With what fond love did I carefs 
Her form divine! 
To comprehend, you mutt poffefs 
A heart like mine, 


The trumpet blew a martial peal 
In my ftunn’d ear ; 

‘¢ Fly thefe foft fhades, with manly zeal 
In arms appear |’? — 

In vain Adelia thower’d her tears, 
While we embrac’d ; 

I left her breaft, ’mid glitt’ring fpears 
To fight encas’d. 


*Twas Louis and Religion led, 
To bear the crofs ; 
Yet oft by ftealth, with backward tread, 
I mourn’d my lofs, 
Still founds Adelia’s fainting voice, 
*¢ And muft you go 2?” 
‘¢ *Tis Heaven (I cry) my lovely choice, 
s¢ Will have it fo!?? 
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Stopp’d by this ftream that filent laves 
: No meadows gay ; 

Firft, for our army, thro’ the waves 
I trac’d a way 

Meander faw me hotly prefs 
Our impious foes ; 

Why did not fate in that diftrefs 
My eyelids clofe ? 


Surely our fins deferv’d a curfe 
In heaven’s pure fight ; 

The Chriftian hoft, fevere reverfe ! 
Was put to flight. 

I cry’d (for Louis’ death drew near) 
With patriot zeal, 

<¢ Ah! {pare that head ; and fatiate here 
Your vengeful fteel \” 


My brothers, interpofing too, 
For him were flain ; 

I paid their virtues tribute duc, 
And yet "twas vain. 

For fuch an end fhould never move 
Weak pity’s tear ; 

The Frenchman’s envy’d, who dares prove 
His king was dear. 


M 4 
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My lot I rather fhould lament, * 
Who ftill have breath ; 
To flavery’s galling fetters bent, 
Far worfe than death! 
Learn, Chriftian heart, whoe’er attends M 
My doleful doom, 
How cruelly thefe Pagan fiends 
My days intomb! 


With a long chain my fides they wound, 
While here I creep ; 
No bed I have but the cold ground, 
And never fleep. 
My hands and feet are loaded o’er 
With other chains, 
That not a feature known before 
This day remains, 


Three years on my devoted head, 
In friendfhip dire, 
Mad infidels and ftorms have fhed 
Their various ire. 
I weep, and drink, to weep, my tears ; 
Black bread my food ; 
Snakes hifs, and toads the dungeon rears, 
A loathfome brood! 
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Thefe woes, compar’d with thofe behind, 
You'll light efteem ; 

They’d have me, gratitude refign’d, 
My God blafpheme. 

Dear Chriftian brethren, could ye think, 
Thefe Turks conteft 

To change our faith, our fouls to fink, 
For prefent reft ? 


A hundred times they cry, *¢ Abjure, 
Rewards behold! 

Fair ladies fhall your blifs fecure, 
And ftore of gold.””» —— 

I anfwer, ‘¢ My firm foul to move, 
You vainly fue ; 

Falfe to Adelia can I prove ? 
To God untrue ?” 


Whoe’er fhall pafs beneath the wall 
Where I complain, 

May pity melt you, and my call 
Not prove in vain! | 

I beg you by your heavenly hope 
Make no delay ; 

In my own country, with full fcope, 
My wrongs difplay. 


Perhaps, 
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Perhaps, ftill living you may find 
Gerard my fire ; 

Tell him his fon craves help, confin’d 
To bondage dire. 

Adelia too, in beauty’s prime — 

he: (Why ftarts this tear) 

i Remember’d ftill in ev’ry clime, 

| For ever dear. 


Defire a handfome purfe of gold 
Becoming me: 

Let the full fum be quickly told, 
To fet me free. 

But fhould, releas’d from earthly groans, 
My corpfe be found, 

Inter the pilgrim warriour’s bones 
In holy ground. 


Clerks, knights, efquires, or peers, 
Whate’er your rank, 
Forget not, with relentlefs ears, 
My fetters’ clank. 
For kindnefs plann’d in loyal ftile, 
While here you roam, 
May guardian angels with a {mile 
Convey you home! 
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XVII. 


The Laidley Worm* of. Spindlefton Heughs, a ballad, 
500 years old, made by the old mountain bard Dun- 
can Frafier, living in Cheviot. A. D. 1270. 


From. an ancient MSS. 


Whether the following ballad relates to any bifforical 
fact, the editor has not been able to difcover. It was 


communicated by the Reverend Mr. Lambe, of Norhaite 
ry 9 Y/ 


-— See Hutchinfon’s Hiftory of Northumberland, 


Tue king is gone from Bamborough caftle; 


Long may the princefs mourn, 


Long may fhe ftand on the caftle wall, 
Looking for his return. 


She has knotted the keys upon a ftring, | 
And with her fhe has them ta’en ; ie 
She has caft them o’er her left fhoulder, ie 
And to the gate fhe is gane. We 


* This is a northern corruption for loathly, i, e. loathfome. He 


She 
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She tripped out, fhe tripped in, 
She tript into the yard ; 

But it was more for the king’s fake, 
Than for the queen’s regard. 


Tt fell out'on a day the king 
Brought the queen with him home ; 
And all the lords in our country 
To weleome them did come. 


Oh! welcome father, the lady cries, 
Unto your halls and bowers ; 

And fo are you, my ftepmother, 
For all that is here is yours. 


A lord faid, wond’ring while fhe fpake, 
This princefs of the north 

Surpaffes all of female kind, 
In beauty and in worth. 


The envious queer replied, at leaft 
You might have excepted me ; 

In a few hours I will her bring 
Down to a low degree. 


Y will liken her to a laidley worm, 
That warps about the ftone, 

And not, till Childy Wynd * comes back, 
Shall fhe again be won. 


= 


* There is now a fireet called the Wynd, at Bamborough. 
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The princefs fiood at her bower door, 
Laughing: who could her blame ? 
But e’er the next day’s fun went down, 

A long worm fhe became. 


For feven miles eaft, and feven miles weft, 
And feven miles north and fouth, 

No blade of grafs or corn could grow,.- 
So venomous was her mouth. 


The milk of feven flately cows, 
It was coftly her to keep, 

Was brought her daily, which fhe drank 
Before fhe went to fleep. 


At this day may be feen the cave, 
Which held her folded up, 

And the ftone trough, the very fame 
Out of which fhe did fup. 


Word went ealft, and word went welt, 
And word is gone over the fea: 
That a laidley worm in Spindlefton Heughs 
Would-ruin the north country. 
* 
Word went eaft, and word went weft, 
And over the fea did go; 
The child of Wynd got wit of it, 
Which filled his heart with woe. 
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He called ftraight his merry men all, 
They thirty were and three ; 

I with I were at Spindlefton, 
This defperate worm to fee. 


We have no time now here to wafte, 
Hence quickly let us fail ; 

My only fifter Margaret 
Something I fear doth ail. 


They built a fhip without delay, 
With mafts of the rowntree *, 
With fluttering fails of filk fo fine, 

And fet her on the fea. 


They went aboard. The wind with {peed 
Blew them along the deep ; 

At length they {pied an huge iquare tower 
On a rock high and fteep. 


The fea was fmooth, the weather clear, 
When they approached nigher ; 
King Ida’s caftle they well knew, 
And the banks of Bamboroughfhire. 


The queen look’d out at bower window, 
To fee what fhe could fee ; 

There fhe efpied a gallant fhip 
Sailing upon the fea. 


* Mountain afh, 
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‘When fhe beheld the filken fails 


Full glancing in the fun, 
To fink the fhip fhe fent away 
Her witch wives every one. 


Their fpells were vain. The hags return’d 
To the queen in forrowful mood, 

Crying, that witches have'no power 
Where there is rown-tree wood. 


Her laft effort — fhe fent a boat, 
Which in the haven lay, 

With armed men to board the fhip ; 
But they were driven away. 


The worm leapt up, the-worm leapt down, 
She plaited round the ftone ; 

And as the fhip came to the land, 
She bang’d it oif again. 


The child then ran out of her reach; 
The fhip on Budle fand, 

And, jumping into the fhallow fea, 
Securely got to land. 


And now he drew his bonny brown fword, 
And laid it on her head, 

And fwore if fhe did haften to-him, 

That he wou’d {trike her dead. 
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Oh! quit thy fword, and bend thy bow, 
And give me kiffes three ; 

For though I am a pois’nous worm, 
No hurt will I do to thee. 


Oh! quit thy fword, and bend thy bow, 
And give me kiffes three ; 

If I amnot won e’er the fun go down, 
Won I fhall never be. 


He quitted his fword, he bent his bow, 
He gave her kiffes three ; 
- She crept into a hole a worm, 


But ftept out a lady. 


No cloathing had this lady fine 
To keep her from the cold ; 

He took his mantle from him about, 
And ‘round her did it fold. 


He has his mantle from him about 
And it he wrapt her 1n ; 

And they are up to Bamborough caftle 
As faft as they can win. 


His abfence and her ferpent fhape 
The king had long deplor’d, 
He now rejoic’d ta fee them both 
Again to him reftor’d. 
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The queen they wanted, whom they found, a 
All pale and fore afraid ; 2 re a 
Becaufe the knew her power mutt yield a. 
To Childy Wynd’s ; who faid, a, 


Woe be to thee, thou wicked witch, 
An ill. death may’{t thou dee ; 

As thou my fifter haft likened, iy 
So likened fhalt thou. be. a 


7 


[ will turn thee into a toad, 
That on the ground doth wend ; 
And won and won fhalt thou never be, 
“Till this world hath an end. 


Now on the fands. near Ida’s tower, 
She crawls a loathfome toad ; 
And venom fpits on every maid 
She meets upon the road. 


The virgins all of Bamborough town 
Will fwear that they have feen 

This fpiteful toad of monftrous fize, 
Whilft walking they have been. 


All folks believe, within the fhire, 
This ftory to be true; 

And they all run to Spindlefton, 
The cave and trough to view. 


Voi. III, N | This 
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This fad now Duncan Frafter 
Of Cheviot fings in rhime; 

Left Bamboroughfhire men fhould forget, 
Some part of it in time. 


XVIIL. 


King Zayde and Zelindaxa, a Moorifh Tale. 
From the Spanifb. 


From among other romances of the moft famous feafis 
and tournaments of the Moors, I have felected ore, the 
original of which muft have been very ancient, as it re- 
lates the cataftrophe of a Moorifh knight im the court 
of one of the kings of Toledo, which city "was, re-con- 
quered by the Chrifiians im the year 1085. Lz. my.tranf- 
lation of it, my only care has been to preferve the literal 
fenfe and fpirit of the Spanifh verfion. — Carter's Four- 
ney from Gibraltar to Malaga. | 


In troops of eight, and troops of ten, 
The Alitarian race, 
With many a Saracinian chief, 


Toledo’s circus grace 


To throw the cane, and prove their ftrength, — 
With the Azarques bold, 
With Adalife’s comely men, 


The tournament to hold. 


Thefe 
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Thefe royal {ports the king proclaims 
For peace then lately made He: iy 

Between Granada’s prince Atarfe 
And Belchite’s king Zayde. 


But Fame reports, the monarch’s love i 
For a fair Moorifh dame __ i 
Was the true caufe of all thefe feafts ; i 
Zelindaxa her name. | 


Firft td the field, on fiery fteeds, 
The Saracini flew, 

Their cloaks and jackets ga fhone, 
Of green and orange hue, 


Sharp feymeters, emboft with gold, 
Each fhining target fhows ; 

And letters which defiance bore 
Againft their country’s foes. 


Swiftly the Alitares next 
Enter the lifted field ; 
A goodly fight their fearlet coats 
With fnow-white flow’rets yield. 


Their targets, for device the fky, 
By Atlas propt, did fhow, 
And a motto fair, which faid, 
‘* Until fatigued 1 grow.’’- 
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Next Adalife’s gallant knights 
O’er the field ftately ride, 

With coats of red and yellow clad, 
A veil * to each arm tied. 


A double knot was their device, 
By 2 wild man undone, 

On whofe enormous club was writ, 
“© This through our valour won.” 


The laft, but braveft troop, the Moor 
Azarque moft portly leads : 

Their vefts were purple mixt with blue, 
And plumes adorn their heads. 


On their green fhields §, with azure ground, 
Two joined hands are feen, 

And the letters there infcribed, 
‘¢ Surrounded by the green.” 


* Almayzal is the Arabic name of a ftriped filken veil, or 
head-drefs, worn by the Moorith women. It was the ufual fa- 
your, in the days of knight-errantry, for the ladies to give them 
to their knights, who tied them as a fignal on their armis, as 


being the moft confpicuous place. 


§ Green was the peculiar colour affected by Mahomet, his def- 
cendants, and the princes of the Mahometan faith: this device 
fhews, that Zelindaxa was of royal blood, 


The 
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The furious king this emblem read, 
And, jealous, could not bear 

That Zelindaxa’s heart with him 
Another man fhould fhare. 


To Selim, his Alcayde, he faid, 
‘* This Sun, which fhines fo bright, 
*¢ And dares, in my defpite, to blaze, 
*¢ Shall quenched be this night.” 


With matchlefs art, refiftlefs force, 
Azarque now throws his cane, 
* And as his courfer meafures back 


With fpeed the dufty plain, 


* The chief art in the Juego de Canas is, to ride full-fpeed, 
throw the cane at a certain mark, and then fuddenly turn the 
horfe back with equal fwiftnefs. It was furely invented to train 
their horfes to the Arabian manner of riding up to their enemy, 
and, after cafting javelins, retreating with expedition before the 
adverfary could return their ftroke. This cuftom, as old as the 
Parthian empire in the eaft, is, to this day, practifed in Arabia. 
Niehebuhr, in his defcription of that country, has given us a plate 
wherein the dola or governor and principal Arabs of Loheia in 
Yemen are reprefented in quadrilles, throwing canes at each other, 


His prefent Catholick majefty revived this fport, on the mar- 
riage of the prince of Afturias, at Madrid, where the quadrilles 
were compofed of the nobleft youth in the kingdom, headed each 
by a prince of the blood, 
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The admiring croud tumultuous fhout, 
“¢ Alha thee fave !”” they cry: 

The ladies, from the royal feats, 
Applaud him paffing by. 


Jranfported Zelindaxa throws 
* Perfumes upon her knight. 

The king, with bitter grief and rage, 
At this heart-breaking fight, 


Calls to the cavaliers to caft 
Their flender canes away, 

And the prefumptuous Azarque 
To feize without delay. 


Two of the four quadrilles, with hatte, 
Take lances in their hands ; 

For who fhall venture to, refit 
An angry king’s commands ? 


The other two would fain have fought, 
Their utmott aid to lend; 

But Azarque cries, ** In vain you try 
‘¢ ‘To fave your wretched friend. 


* The Spanish ladies have retained fromthe Moors their 
gallant way of throwing refe-water, perfumes, flowers, &c.. on 
their lovers: and favourites, as they pafs under their balconies 
during the carnival; a liberty allewed at no other feafon. Many 
a lady waits the return of the carnival, to make this tacit des 


claration of her fentiments. 


“¢ Put 
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s¢ Put down your lances; let them come. 
“© And ftrike the deadly -blow ; 
«6 That I a lover true expire, He! 


«¢ This fatal day fhall fhow.” i 


Azarque, at length, o’ercome and feiz’d, . ee. 
With grief the people fee, t 

And take up arms to give him help, 
So well belov’d was he, 


From her balcony Zelindaxa 
Exclaims, with all her might, 

“¢ Save him, ye Moors, O fave him now, 
‘6 Preferve my faithful knight.” 


Then headiong down fhe ftrives to throw 
Herfelf in fell defpair ; 
Her mother holds her in her arms, 
And foothes her frantic care. 
«© Doft thou not fee, my daughter dear, 
“ That nothing can withftand 
«© What a ftern, royal lover’s rage 
“¢ Shall cruelly command ?”’ 


A meflage from the monarch came, 
Enjoining her to choofe ir 
In fome relation’s fecret houfe, 


Her liberty to lofe, 
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Fair Zelindaxa to the king 

Made ftraightway this reply : 
** The memory of Azarque fhall be 

¢ My prifon till Idie. 


*¢ And thou fhalt fee that I will dare 
“* Refift with conftancy, 

*¢ Whate’er a favage, bloody king 
** May impioufly decree,” 


XIX. 


The Spanifh Tragedy ; containing the lamentable mur- 
der of Horatio and .Bellimperia: with the ’ pitiful 
death of old Hieronimo. 


To the tune of quecn Dido, 


You that have loft your former joys, 
And now in woe your lives do lead ; 
Feeding on nought but dire annoys, 
Thinking your griefs all griefs exceeds 
Affure yourfelves it is not fo ; 
Lo here a fight of greater woe, 


Haplefs 


Haplefs Hieronimo was my name, 
On whom fond fortune f{miled long ; 
But now her flattering fimiles I blame, 


Her flattering {miles hath done me wrong, 


Would I had died in tender years : 
Then had not been this caufe of tears, 


I marfhal was in prime of years, 
And won great honour in the field ; 
Until that age with filver’d hairs 
My aged head had overfpread, 
Then left I war and ftaid at home, 
And gave my honour to my fon, 


Horatio, my fweet only child, 

Prickt forth by Fame’s afpiring wings, 

Did fo behave him in the field, 

That he prince Balthazer captive brings. 
And with great honour did prefent 
Him to the king incontinent. 


The duke of Caftile’s daughter then 
Defir’d Horatio to relate 

The death of her beloved friend, 
Her love Andrea’s woeful fate. 


But when fhe knew who had him flain, 


She vow’d fhe would revenge the fame. 
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"Then more to vex prince Balthazery 
Becaufe he flew her chiefeft friend ; 
She chofe my fon for her chief flower, 
“Thereby meaning to work revenge. 
But mark what then did ftraight befall, 
To tum my fweet to bitter gall. 


Lorenzo then to find the caufe, 

Why that his fifler was unkind ; 

At laft he found within a paufe, 

How he might found her fecret minds. 
Which for to bring well'to effeG, 
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"lo fetch her man he doth direét. 


Who being come into his fight, 

He threat’neth for to rid his life; 
Except ftraitways he fhould recite, 
His. fifter’s love, the caufe of ftrife. 


v 


Compell’d, therefore; t’unfold his mind, 
Said with Horatio fhe’s combin’d. 
The villain, then, for hope of gain, 
Did ftraight convey them to the place 
Where thefe two lovers .didiremain,, 
Joying in fight of other’s face. 
And to their foes they; did impart 
The place where they fhould joy their heart. 
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Prince Balthazer, with his compeers, i 
Enters my bower all in the night, = 
And there my fon flain they uprear, Hi ' 
The more to work my greater fpight. | 
But as I lay and took repofe, 
A.voice I heard, whereat I rofe. a 


And findipg then his fenfelefs form, 
The murderers 1 fought to find, 
But mifling them I {tood forlorn, 
As one amazed in his mind. 
And rent and pull’d my filver’d hair, 
And curs’d and damn’d each thing was there. 


And that I would revenge the fame, 

I dipt a napkin in his blood : 

Swearing to work their woeful bain, 

That fo had fpoil’d my chiefeit good. 
And that I would not it forget, 

It always at my heart I kept. 
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THE SECOND’ P AR®. 


To the fame: Tune. 


T H EN [abella, my dear wife, 

Finding her fon bereav’d of breath, 

And loving him dearer than life 

Her own hand ftraight doth work her death. 
And now their deaths doth meet in one ; 
My griefs are come, my Joys are gone, 


Then frantickly I ran about, 

Filling the air with mournful groans, 

Becaufe I had not yet found out 

The murtherers to eafe my moans, 
Trent and tore each thing I got, 
And faid, and did, I knew not what. 


Thus as I paft the ftreets, hard by 
The duke of Caftile’s houfe, as then 
A letter there I did efpy, 
Which fhow’d Horatio’s woeful end. 
Which Bellimperia forth had flung, 
From prifon, where they kept her ftrong, 
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Then to the court forthwith Lwent, 

And of the king did jaftice crave ; 

But by Lorenzo’s bad intent, 

i hindred was, which made me rave. 
Then vexed more I ftamp’d and frown’d, 
And with my poignard ript the ground, 


But falfe Lorenzo put me out, 
And told the king then by and by, 
That frantickly I ran about, 
And of my fon did always cry, | 
And faid, ’twere good I would refign 
My marfhal-fhip, which griev’d my mind. 


The duke of Caftile hearing then, 

How I did grudge fill at his fon, 

Did fend for me to make us friends : 

To ftay the rumour then begun. 
Whereto I ftraightway gave confent, 
Although in heart I never meant. 


Sweet Bellimperia comes to me, 
Thinking my fon I had forgot, 
To fee me with his foes agree, 
The which I never meant, God wot : 
But when we knew each other’s mind, 
To work revenge a mean I find, 
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Then bloody Baltazar enters in, 
Entreating me to fhew fome fport 
Unto his father and the king: 
That to his nuptial did refort. 
Which gladly I prepar’d to. fhow, 
Becaufe 1 knew. ’twould work their woe. 


And from the chronicles of Spain, 

I did record Eraftus’ life ; 

And how the Turk had him fo flain, 

And ftraight revenge wrought by his wife. 
Then for to act this tragedy, 
I gave their parts immediately. 


Sweet Bellimperia Balthazer kills, 
Becaufe he flew her deareft friends 
And I Lorenzo’s blood did {pill, 
And eke his foul to hell did fend. 
Then died my.foes by dint of knife, 
Eut Bellimperia ends her life. 


Then for to fpecify my wrongs, 

With weeping eyes and mournful heart, 

I thew’d my fon with bloody wounds, 

And cke the murtherers did impart. 
And faid, my fon was as dear ta me, 


4s thine, or thine, though kings you be. 
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But when they did behold this thing, .. 
‘How I had flain their only fons: he 
The duke, the viceroy, and the king, ne 
Upon me all they ftraight did run. 
To torture me they do prepare, 
Unlefs I fhould it flraight declare. 


But that I would not tell it then, el 
Even with my teeth I bit my tongue, ee 
And in defptte did give it them, i 
That me with torments fought to wrong. 
Thus when in age I fought to reft, 
Nothing but forrows me oppreit. 


They knowing well-that I could write, 

Unto my hand a pen did reach, 

Meaning thereby I fhould recite 

The authors of this bloody fetch, 
Then feigned I ia pen was naught, 


And’ by firange:figns a kmife I fought. 


But when te met hey gave the knife, 
I kill’d the duke then ftanding by,- 
And eke myfelf bereav’d of life, 
For I to fee my fon did hie. 
The kings tha¢ {corn’d my grief before, 


Wath nought can ' 
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Here have you heard my tragick tale, 
Which on Horatio’s death depends, 
Whole death I could anew bewail, 
But that in it the murderers’ ends. 
For murder God will bring to light, 
Though long it. be hid from man’s fight. 


XX. 


Roman charity, 2, worthy example of a virtuous wife, 
who fed her father with her own milk, he being com- 
manded by the emperor to be ftarved to death, but 
afterwards pardoned. 


The following fong is very popular, but the biftory 
of it very little known. Lt is reported, the nobleman 
here mentioned was one Petrus, a Roman, and firft mi- 
aifter to Tiberius Cafar, whofe emprefs having a mind 
to ruin him, feigned herfelf in love with him, and fo 
artfully played her part, that he really was enamoured, 
and ax appointment made, which fhe betrayed to Ti- 
berius, who immediately caft his minifter into prifon, 
there to be flarved. And, indeed, this notion has So far 
prevailed, that the pittures of this fatt are generally 


known 
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known by the name of Roman Charity. But how they 
could imagine that Valerius Maximus, who lived in that 
emperor's time, and dedicated his works to him, jhould 
touch upon fo tender a point, is fomething flrange. — 
There are others who have juft. got the name, and tell 
us *tivas Cimon the Athenian, the fon of Miltiades, who 
when his father’s creditors would not fuffer him to be 
buried, the fon pioufly offered himfelf up to them, and 
avas conducted to prifon, whilft the father’s corps was 
carried to the funeral pile; but being Joon enabled to pay 
off the debts, he became chief of the Athenians. To this 
they add, that in procefs of time, he was by the fate 
fentenced to be flarved to death; but that heaven, whe 
would not leave his filial piety unrewarded, had given 
im a daughter endued with the fame generous and di- 
vine qualities, and who ventured her life to fave ber 
Sather.— Mr, Murphy, on the circumfance of a daughter 
preferving her father in the manner here mentioned, has 
produced a very popular tragedy called the Grecitin Daugh- 


ters 


7 


In Rome, I read, a nobleman 
The emperor did offend, 

And for that fault he was adjude’d, 
Unto a-ccruel end: 

That he fhould be in prifon caft, 
With irons many a one, 

And there be famith’d unto death, 
And brought to {kin and bone. 


Vor. III. O 
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And more, if any one were known, 
By night, or yet by day, 

To bring him any kind of food, 
His hunger to allay, 

The emperor fwore a mighty oath, 
Without remorfe, quoth he, 

They fhall fuftain the crueleft death 
That can devifed be. 


This cruel fentence once pronounc’d, 
The nobleman was caft 

Into a dungeon dark and deep, 
With irons fetter’d faft : 

Where, when-he had with hunger great 
Remained ten days fpace, 

And tafted neither meat nor drink, 
In a moft woeful cafe ; 


The tears along his aged face 
Mott piteoufly did fall, 
And grievoufly he did begin 
For to complain withal : 
O Lord quoth he, What fhall I do, 
So hungry, Lord, am I ? 
For want of bread, one bit of bread 
I perifh, ftarve and die! 


How precious is one grain of wheat, 
Unto my hungry foul, 

One cruft, or crumb, or little piece, 
My hunger to controul ! 

Had I this dungeon heap’d with gold, 
I would forego it all, 

To buy and purchafe one brown loaf, 
‘Yea, were it ne’er fo fmall; 


O that I had but ev’ry day 
One bid of bread to eat, 
Tho’ ne’er fo mouldy, black or brown, 
My comfort would be great ; 
Yea, albeit I took it up, 
Trod down in dirt and mire, 
It would be pleafing to my tafte, 
And {weet to my defire. 


Good lord! how happy is the hind, 
That labours all the day, 

The drudging mule, the peafant poor, 
That at command do flay, 

They have their ordinary meals; 
They take no heed at all, 


OF thofe fweet crumbs and crufts that they 


Do carelefsly let fall, 
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How happy is that little chick, 
That without fear may go 
And pick up thofe moft precious erumbs 
Which they away do throw: 
O that fome pretty little moufe 
So much my friend would be, 
To bring fome old forfaken crutt 
Into this place to me. 


But oh! my heart, it is in vain, 
No fuccour can I have, 

No meat, nor drink, nor water eke, 
My loathed life to faye : 

O bring fome bread for Chrift his fake, 
Some bread, fome bread for me ; 

I die, I die for want of food, 
None but ftone walls I fee. 


Thus day and night he cried out, 
In moft outragious fort, 
That all the people far and near 
Were griev’d at this report. 
And tho’ that many friends he had ~ 
And daughters in the town, 
Vet none durft come to fuccour him, 
Fearing the emperor’s frown. 


Vet now behold one daughter dear 
He had, as I do find, 

Who liv’d in his difpleafure great, 
For matching ’gainft his mind. 

Altho’ fhe liv’d in mean eftate, 
She was a virtuous wife, 

And for to help her father dear, 
She ventur’d thus her life. 


She quickly to her fifters went, 
And of them did intreat, .” 

That by fome fecret means they would 
Convey their father meat. 

Our father dear doth ftarve, fhe faid, 
The emperor’s wrath is fuch, 

He dies, alas! for want of food, 
Whereof we have too much, 


Pray, fifters, therefore, ufe fome means 
His life for to preferve, 

And fuffer not your father dear 
In prifon for to ftarve. 

Alas! quoth they, what fhall we do 
His hunger to fuftain ? 

You know ’tis death for any one 
That would his life maintain. 
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And tho’ we with him well, quoth they, “ 
We never will agree 
To fpoil ourfelves ; we had as lief 
That he fhould die as we. 
And, fifter, if you love yourfelf, 
Let this attempt alone, 
Tho’ you do ne’er fo fecret work, 
At length it will be known. 
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Oh! hath our father brought us up 
And nourifh’d us, quoth fhe, 

And fhall we now forfake him quite, 

In his extremity ? 

No, I will venture life and limb, 
To do my father good ; 

The worft that is, I can but die, 
To fit a tyrant’s mood. | 


See 
» ~ 5 ‘ Dy om 


With that in hafte, away the hies, 
And to the prifon goes, 

But with her woeful father dear 
She might not fpeak, God knows ; 

Except the emperor would grant 
Her favour in that cafe, 

The keeper would admit no wight 

To enter in that place, 
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Then fhe unto the emperor hies, 
And falling on her knee 

With wringed hands, and bitter tears, 
Thefe words pronounced fhe 

My hopelefs father, fovereign lord, 
Offending of your grace, 

Is jude’d unto a pining death, 
Within a woeful place, 


Which I confefs he hath deferv’d, 
Yet, mighty prince, quoth fhe, ee ; 

Vouchfafe in gracious fort, to grant | 
One fimple boon to me: 

It chanced fo, I match’d myfelf 
Againft my father’s mind, 

Whereby I did procure his wrath, 
As fortune hath affign’d. 


And feeing now the time is come, 

' He mutt refign his breath, 

Vouchfafe that I may fpeak to him 
Before his hour of death: 

And reconcile myfelf to him, 
His favour to obtain ; 

That when he dyes, I may not then 
Under his curfe remain. 


O 4 


>. 
ve 


= 
er ae 


a ene oe 


Ww 


pees 


= ig pee rmneS 


oe Oh 


BE 


ae, 


200 OLD BALLADS. 


The emperor granted her requeft 
Conditionally, that the 

Each day unto her father came, 
Should thoroughly fearched be, 

No meat nor drink fhe with her brought 
To help him there diftreft, 

But every day fhe nourith’d him 
With milk from her own breaft. 


Thus by her milk he was preferv’d 
A twelvemonth and a day, 
And was as fair and fat to fee, 
Yet no man knew which way : 
The emperor mufing much thereat, 
At length did underftand 
How he was fed, and not his law 
Was broke at any hand, 


And much admired at the fame ; 
And her great virtue fhone : 
He pardon’d him, and honour’d her 
With great preferments known, 
Her father ever after that, 
Did love her as his life, 
And bleft the day that fhe was made 
A loving wedded wife. 


oe Nees 
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XXI. 


WARS OF EDWARD If, 
By Laurence Minot, who was Chaucer's cotemporary. 


E DWARD oure cumly king 
in Braband has his woning, 
With mani a cumly knight, 
And.in that land, trewly to tell, 
Ordains he ftill for to dwell, 
To time he think to fight. 


Now God that es of mightes matte, 4, 

Grant him grace of the Haly Gatte, ia 
His heritage to win ; 

And Mari moder of mercy fre, 

Save oure king, and his menze, 
Fro forow, and fchame, and fyn. 


Thus in Braband has he bene, 

Whare he bifore was feldom fene, 
For to prove thaire japes ; 

Now no langer wil he fpare, 

- Rot unto Fraunce fait will he fare, 


‘To comfort him with grapes. 
Furth 
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Furth he ferd into France, 

God fave him fro mifchance, 

oe And-all his cumpany ; 

| i The nobill duc of Braband 

| With him went into that land, 
Redy to lif or dye. 


; Than the riche floure de hce 
Wan thare ful litill prife, 
Fatt he’ fled for ferde ; 
The right aire* of that cuntree 
Es cumen with all his knightes fre 
" To fchact him him by the berde 


Sir Philip the Valayfe, 
Wit his men in tho dayes, 
To batale had he thoght; : 


2 


He bad his men tham purvay 


Withowten longer delay, 
Bot he ne held it noght. 


He broght folk ful grete wone, 
Ay fevyn ogains one, 
That ful wele wapind were ; ¢ 
Bot fone when he herd afcry, 
That king Edward was nere thereby, 
‘Than durit he noght cum nere. 


* Heir. + Shake. { Weaponed, armed. 


In 


An that morning fella myft; 

And when oure Inglifs men it wift, 
It changed all thaire chere: 

Oure king unto God made-his bone, 

And God fent him gude confort fone, 
The weder wex ful clere. | 


Oure king and his men held the felde, 

Stalworthy with fpere and {chelde, 
And thoght to win his right ; 

With lordes and with knightes kene, 

And other doghty men bydene, 
That war ful frek to fight, 


When fir Philip of France herd tell, 

That king Edward in feld walld dwell, 
Than gayned him no cle; 

He traifted of no better bote, 

Bot both on hors and on fote, 

He hated him to fle. 


It femid he was ferd for ftrokes, 

When he did fell his grete okes 
Obout his pavilyoune. 

Abated was than all his pride, 

For langer thare durft he noght bide, 

Flis boft was broght all doune. 


Crave 
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op 


The king of Beme had cares colde, 
‘That was fur, hardy, and bolde, 
A ftede to amftride: 
The king als of Naverne 
War faire feld in the ferene, 
Thaire heviddes for to hide. 


And leves wele, it is no lye, 
And feld hat Flemangrye 
That king Edward was 1n ; 
With princes that war ftif and bolde, 
And dukes that war doghty tolde, 
In batayle to begin. 


The princes that war rich on raw, 
Gert nakers {trikes and trumpets blaw,§ 
And made mirth at thaire might; 
Both arlblaft and many a bow, 

War redy railed upon a row, 


And full frek for to fight. 


g 
So that thai fuld the better fwink, 


The wight men that thar ware: 


Gladly thai gaf mete and drink, 


Sir Philip of Fraunce fled for dout, 
And hied him hame with all his rout, 
Coward God giff him care. 


§ In glittering ranks, made the drums, &e. 
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For thare than had the Jely flowre ne 

Lorn all halely his honowre, | 
That fo gat fled for ferd ; 

Bot oure king Edward come ful {till, 

When that he trowed no harm till, 
And keped him in the berde. 


XXII. 


A rufull lamentation on the death of queen Elizabeth, 
wife of Henry VII. and mother of Henry Vill. 
who died in childbed in 1503. 


By Sir Thomas Moore. 


WHERE are our caftels now, where are our towers ? 
Goodly Rychemonde,* fone art thou gone from me! 
At Wefimynfter that cofily worke of yours 

Myne owne dere lorde, now fhall I never fe !} 
Almighty God vouchfafe to graunt that ye 

For you and your children well may edity, 


My palace byldyd is, and lo now here I ly.—— 


* The palace of Richmond. 


+ King Henry VII.’s chapel, begun in the year r502. The 


é 


year before the queen died. 


4, 
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Farewell my doughter, lady Margaret! § 

God wotte, full oft it greved hath my mynde 
That ye fhould go where we fhould feldom metey 
Now I am gone and have left you behynde. 

O mortall folke, that we be very blynde! 

That we left feere, full oft it is moft nye: 

From you depart I muift, and lo now here I lye. 


Farewell, madame, my lordes worthy mother !/f 
Comforte your fon, and be ye of good chere.« 
Take all a worth, for it will be no nother, 
Farewell my doughter Katharine, late the fere 
To Prince Arthur myne owne chyld fo dere. 
It boteth not for me to wepe and cry, 

Pray for my fowle, for lo now here I lye. 


Adew lord Henry, my loving fonne adew,* 
Our lord encreafe your honour and eftate, 
Adew my doughter Mary, bright of hew,f 
God make you vertuous, wyfe, and fortunate. 


§ Married in 1503 to James IV. king of Scotland. 

i} Margaret countefs of Richmond. 

+ Catharine of Spain, wife of her fon prince Arthur, now dead. 
* Afterwards king Henry VIII. 


{ Afterwards queen of Francey re-married to Charles Brandoa, 
duke of Suffolk. 


Adewy 
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Adew, fwete hart, my little doughter Kate, || 
Thou fhalt, fwete babe, fuch is thy deftiny, 
Thy mother never know, for lo now here I ly.$ 


XXIII. 

Marriage of Margaret, daughter of Henry VII. to 
James IV. king of Scotland, in 1502, of whom it 
is related, that having taken arms again{ft his own fa- 
ther, he impofed on himfelf the voluntary penance of 
continually wearing an iron chain about his wailt.+ 


O FAYE R, fayreft of every fayre, 
Princes mofte plefaunte and preclare, 
The luftieft on lyve that bene, 
Welcum of Scotland to be quene. 


Yong 


| The queen died within a few days after fhe was delivered 
of this infant, the princefs Catharine, who did not long furvive 


her mother’s death. 
§ WorkeEs, ut fupr. 


+ Buchanan relates that in the reign of this prince, viz. in 
the year 1489; was born in Scotland a creature refembling a 
man-child from the navel downward, but of both fexes upwards 
By the fpecial order of the king it was educated and inftructed 

I in 
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Yong tender plant of pulchritude, 
Defcendith of imperial blood, 

Frefh fragrant flower of fayrehode fhene, 
Welcum of Scotland to be quene, 


Sweet lutty imp of bewtie clere, 
Mofte mighty~ kings dowghter dere, 
Borne of a princes moft ferene, 
Welcum of Scotland to be quene. | 


Welcum the rofe both red and whyte, 

Welcum the flower of our delyte, 

Our fpirit rejoicing from the fplene, ‘ 
Welcum of Scotland to be quene. 


in languages, and in mufic particularly, in which it arrived to 
an admirable degree of fill. This creature, as it had two dif- 
tin& bodies upwards, had alfo feveral wills and appetites, the 
one often advifing and confulting, and at other times differing, 
and even quarrelling, with the other, It lived twenty-eight 
years. Buchanan’s relation is founded on the teflimony of many 
honeft and credible perfons living in his time, who he fays were 
eye-witneiles of this prodigy. Rer. Scot. lib, XIII. 


Doleful 
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XXIV. 
Doleful complaints of Anne Boleyn. 


The two following fbort poems appear, by the ma- 
aufcript from which they were taken, to have been com- oz 
pofed about the time of Henry VIII. They were coms 4 i : 
municated by a very judicious antiquary lately deccafed, ae 
awhofe opinion of them was, that they were written cither 

: by, or in the perfon of Anne Boleyn ; a conjecture which 
her unfortunate biftory renders very probable, 


I. 


DBE TG.ED ey capectalitee! 
Through cruel {pyte and falfe report, 

That I may fay for evermore, 
Farewell, my joy! adewe, comfort! a 


For wrongfully ye judge of me, 
Unto my fame a mortall wounde: 
Say what ye lyft it will not be, 
Ye feek for'that cannot be found, 


r 


Vou. Ml. — P | @ death; a 
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O death, rocke me on flepe, 
Bringe me on quiet refte, 
Let pafle my very giltlefs gofte, 
Out of my carefull breft ; 
Toll on the paflinge bell, 
Ringe out the dolefull knell, 
Let the founde my dethe tell, 
For I muft dye, 
There is no remedy, 
For now I dye. 


My paynes who can expres ? 
Alas! they are fo ftronge, 
My dolor will not fuffer ftrength, 
My lyfe for to prolonge ; 
Toll on the paffinge bell, 
Ringe out the dolefull knell, 
Let the found my dethe tell, 
For I muft dye, 
There is no remedye; 
For now I dye. 


Alone in prifon ftronge, 
I wayle my deftenye ; 

Wo worth this cruel hap that I 

Should tafte this miferye. 
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Toll on the paffinge bell, 
Ringe out the dolefull knell, 
Let the founde my dethe tell, 
For I mutt dye, 
There is no remedy, 
For now I dye. 


Farewell my pleafures paft, 
_ Welcum my prefent payne; 
I fele my torments fo increfe; 
_ That lyfe cannot remayne. 
Ceafe now the pafling bell, 
Rong is my doleful knell, 
For the found my deth doth tell, 
Deth doth draw nye, 
Sound my end dolefully, 
For now I dye: 


XXV: 


The earl of Surrey’s lamentation on his imprifonment 
in Windfor caftle. 


The following was written in the reign of Henry VILL. 
by Henry Howard, carl of Surrey, that ornament of @ 
boifterous yet not unpolifbed court. The earl has been ces 
lebrated by Drayton, Dryden, Fenton, and Pope; illuf- 

P2 trated 
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trated by his own mufe, and lamented for his unhappy 
and unmerited death. ‘A man,? as Sir Walter Raleigh 
fays, ** 0 lefs waliant than learned, and of excellent 
‘6 hopes.” On the 1th of Fanuary, 1547, the earl of 
Surrey was tried at Guildball, on a frivolous charge of 
high treafon, by a jury of commoners, before the lord 
chancellor, the lord mayor, and other commiffoners. He 
defended himfelf avith great eloquence and Spirit, but 
ihe jury found him guilty, and the unfortunate noble- 
man was, by the king’s command, a few days after, be- 
headed on Toaver-hill.—Vide Walpole’s catalogue of royal 
‘and noble authors, vole I. p. 100. 


So cruel prifon, how’coulde betyde, alas,, 

As proude Windfor! * where I, in luft and joye,+ 
With a kynges fonne { my childifhe yeres did paffe, 
In greater feaft than Priam’s fonnes of Troye. 


Where eche fwete place returnes a tafte full fower : 
The large grene courtes where we were wont to hove, § 


| * How could the ftately caftle of Windfor become fo miferable 
a prifon. 
4+ In unreftrained gaiety and pleafure. 
t With the young duke of Richmond. 
§ To hover, to loiter in expeétation. Se Chaucer, TROIL. 
| Cris. B. 5. ver 33- 
Put at the yate there the fhould outride 
With certain folk he Jovid her t’ abide, 


4 With 
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With eyes-caft up into the mayden’s tower,* 
And eafie fighes, fuch as men drawe in love: 


The ftately feates, the ladies bright of hewe, 

‘The daunces fhorte, long tales of great delight, 
With wordes and lookes that tigers could but rewe ;+ 
Where ech of us did pleade the others right. 


The palme-play, + where, difpoyled for the game,§ 
With dazed yies,|| oft we by gleames of love, 


# Swift’s joke about the maids of honour being lodged at Windfor 
in the reynd tower, in queen Anne’s time, is too well known and 
too indelicate to be repeated here, But in the prefent inftance, Sur- 
sey ‘fpeaks loofely and poetically in making the MAIDEN-TOWER, ha 
the true reading, the refidence of the women. The Maiden-tower WM 
was common in other caftles, and means the principal tower, of the | 
greateft ftrength and defence’ MarpeEn is a corruption of the it 
old French Magne, or Mayne, great. Thus Maidenhead, (properiy va 
Maidenhithe) in Berkthire, fignifies the great port or wharf on the iehe 
river Thames. So alfo Mayden-Bradley in Wiltthire is the great 
Bradley. The old Roman camp near Dorchefter in Dorfetfhire, a i 
noble work, is called Maiden Cafile, the capital fortrefs in thofe ii 
parts. We have Maiden-down in Somerfetfhire with the fame fig- W 
nification. A thoufand other inftances might be given. Hearne, a 
not attending to this etymology, abfurdly fuppofes, in one of his \ 
Prefaces, that a trong baftion in the old walls of the city of Oxford, 
called the MarpDEN-TOWER, was a prifon for confining the profti- 


tutes of the town. 


+ Pity. 
} At ball. 
§ Rendered unfit, or unable, to play. 


i! Dazzled eyes. | ig 
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Have mift the ball, and got fight of our dame, 
To bayte.* her eyes which kept the leads above. 


The gravell grounde,} with fleves tied on the helme,§ 
On fomyng horfe, with fwordes and frendly hartes ; 
With cheare |] as though one fhould another whelme, 
Where we have fought and chafed oft with dartes. — | 


The fecret groves, which ofte we made refounde 
Of plefaunt playnt, and of our ladies praife, 
Recording ofte what grace ** ech one had founde, 


What hope of {peede,++ what drede of long delayese 


* To tempt, to catch. 


+ The ladies were ranged on the leads, or battlements, to fee the 
play. 


{ The ground, or area, was ftrown with gravel, where they 
were trained in chivalry, 


§ At tournaments they fixed the fleeves of their miftrefles on 
fome part of their armour. 


|| Looks, 
q Deftroy. 
#@ Favour with his mifrefss 


tt Ory Succefs. 
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The wilde foreft, the clothed holtes with grene, I 
With raynes avayled,* and {wift ybreathed horfe, an 
With crie of houndes, and merry blaftes betwene 4 be : 
Where we did chafe the fearful harte of force. ee 


The wide vales +cke, that harbourd us ech night, 
Wherewith, alas, reviveth in my brett 

The fweete accorde! Such flepes as yet delight: 
The pleafant dreames, the quiet bed of ret. 


The fecret thoughies imparted with fuch truft ; 
“The wanton talke, the divers change of play ; 
The frendfhip fworne, eche promife kept fo juft, af 
Wherewith we paft the winter night away. 1a 


And 


% The holtes, or thick woods, clothed in green, So in another 3 
‘place he fays, fol. 3. A hy 

My fpecled cheeks with Cupid’s hue, na 

That is, ‘* Checks f{peckled with,” &c. i 


+ With loofened reins. So in his fourth Aeneid, the fleet is 
«¢ ready to AVALE.” That is, t@ LOOSEN from fhore. So again 
in Spenfer’s FEBRUARIE% ) 

They wont in the wind wagge their wriggle tayles, | 
Pearke as a peacocke, but now it AVAYLES. | 
«¢ Avaye their tayles,” to drop or lower, So alfo in his Das 
CEMBER : 
By that the welked Phebus gan AVAYLE a 


His wearle waine, ——= My 
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And with this thought the bloud forfakes the face ; 
The teares berayne my chekes of deadly hewe,.- 
The whych as fone as febbing fighes, alas, 
Upfupped have, thus I my plaint renewe! 


And in the Faerie Queene, with the true fpelling, i. 1. 21. O€ 
Nilus: 


I But when his latter ebbe gins to avarg. 


To VALE, or avale, the bonnet, was a phrafe for lowering the 
bonnet, or pulling off the hat. The word occurs in Chaucer. Tr. 
CRESS. ili, 627. 


4 That fuch a raine from heaven gan avaILe. 


And inthe fourth book of his Bozruius: The light fire arifeth 
¢¢ into height, and the hevie yerthes AVAILEN by their weightes.” 
pag. 394. col. 2. edit. Urr. From the French verb AvALER, which 
is from their adverb AVAL, downward. See alfo Hearne’s Gioss. 
Ros. Br. p. 524. Drayton ufes this word, where perhaps it is 
hot properly underftood, Ect. iv. p. 1404, edit. 1753 : 


With that, fhe gan to vane her head, 
Her cheeks were like the rofes red, 
But not a word the faid, &c, 


That is, fhe did not veil, or cover, but vaLzp, held down her 
head for fhame, 


Probably the true reading is wales or walls, That is, lodgings, 


i partments, &c. Thefe poems were yery corruptly printéd by 
Tottel, 


** O place 
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« © place of bliffe, renewer of my woes ! 
*¢ Give me accompt, where is my noble fere, * i 
«¢ Whom in thy walles thou doft+ech night enclofe, ay 


‘© To other lIcefe,¢ but unto me moft dere!” mh! 


Eccho, alas, that doth my forrow rew§ 
Returnes therto a hollow founde of playnte. |) ie 
Thus I alone, where all my fredom grewe, ie 
In prifon pine, with bondage and reffrainte. 
And with remembrance of the greater greefe aa 
To banith th’ leffe, I find my chief releefe.;j Pi 


* Companion. 

+ We thould read, didf. 
+ Dear to others, to all, 
§ Pity. 


|| Fol. 6. 7, 
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AXY¥E. 


Caveat againft idle rumours. 


Written about the year 1660. 


CONSIDERING this world, and th’ increfe of vyce, 
Stricken into dump, right much I mufed, 
‘That no manner of man be he never fo wytfe, 
j From all forts thereof can be excufed. 


And one vyce there is, the more it is ufed, 
_ Mo inconveniens fhall grow day by day, 
And that is this, let it be refufed, 

Geve no fure credens to every herefay. 


iyght womens thoughts wyll runne at large, 
Whether the tayle be falfe or jutt: 

‘Lydyngs of alehoufe or Gravefend barge, 
Bere-baytings or barbers fhopes is not to truft, 


An enemies tayle is fone diftruft, 

Ye fhall perceve it parfhall alway, 
orefayd refrayn we mutt, 
© geve fure credens to every herefay, 


2 Though 
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Though herefay be trew, as perchaunce may fall, 
Yet fyr not thy credens to high, 

And though the teller feem right fubftantial, 
And tell but herefay, why may he not lye ? 
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Then betwyxt lyght credens and a tonge hafty, 
Surely the gyltles is caft away, 
Condempnyng the abfent, that is unworthy, 


So paffyth a lyfe from herefay to herefay. 


Good Lord! how fome wyll wyth a lowd voyce, 
Tell a tale after the beft forte, 

And fome herers how they wyll rejoyce, 
To here of theyr neybours ill report ! 


As though it were a matter of comfort, | 
Herein our charite doth dekay, 
And fome maketh it but game and fport, ie | a 

To tell a lye after the herefay. ae | r, 


Tell a good tale of God or fome faynt, 
Or of fome mirakels lately done; 
Some wyll beléve it hard and ftent, ee 
And take it after a full lyght facyon: Be. 


We here fay Chrift fuffiid paffion, 

And man fhall revert to earth and clay, 
The rycheft or ftrongeft know not how foone, 
Beleve welt now this, for true is that herefay. 
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XXVIL. | 
THE LOVER’s INDIFFERENCE. 


Ir reafon did rule, 

And witt kept feoole, 
Difcretion fhoulde take place, 

And heave our heavines, 

Which banifhed quietnes, 
And made hym hide his face. 


Sith time hath tried, 
And truth hath fpied, 
That fained faith is flatterie, 
Why fhould difdaine 
‘Thus over me raigne, 
And hold me in captivity ? 


Why thoulde caufe my harte to brake, 
By favoring foolifhe fantazie ; 

Why thould difpare me all to teare, 

Why fhoulde I joyne wath jelofie ? 


Why fhould I truft, 
‘That never was juffe, 
Or love her that loves manye $ 
Or to lament 
Time paft and fpente, 
Whereof there is no recoverie ? 


For if that I 

Should thus applye, 
Myfelfe in all I can ; 

Truth to take place, 

Where never truth was, 
1 weare a foolifh man, 


Sett foorth is by {cience, 
Declare it doth experience, 
By the frute to know the tree ; 
Then if a faininge flatterer, 
To gaine a faithful lover, 


It may in no wife be, 


Therefore farewell flatterie, 
Fained faith and jelofie, 
Truth my tale fhall tell ; 
Reafon now fhall rule, 
Witt fhall kepe the fcook, 
And bed you all farewell. 
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XXVIII. 


a 


The batchelor’s plea againft matrimony. 


- 


MAGS Batchelorimol joyfullye, 
In pleafant plight doth paffe his dates, 
Good fellowfhipp and companie | 
He doth maintaihe and Kepe alwaies 


With damfells brave He maye well ge, 
_ The maried man cannot doe fo, 
If he be merie and toy with any, 
Elis wife will frowne, and words geve manye : 


Her yellow hofe the ftrait will put on, | 
So that the married man date not difpleafe his wife Joane: 


OLD BALL 


XXIX. 


The batchelor’s plea for matrimony; 


D OWN to the vale of life I tend, 
Where hoary age creeps flowly on: 

And with the burd’ning thought I bend, 
That youth and all its joys,are gone! 


Succeflive years have roll’d away 
In fancied views of future blifs : 
But—’twere the phantom of a day 
And all that future dies in this. 


Now with a retrofpective eye, 
I look far back to early life, 
When Hymen promis’d to fupply 
My higheft withes in—a wife. 


I waited, hop’d, and trufted fill 
That time would bring th’ expected day: 


But never, happ’ly, to my will, 
Did fortune .throw it in my way. 
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Too nice, too wife, too proud was I, 
To wed as taught by nature’s rule; 

The world was fill to chufe for me—= 
And I—the condefcending fool. 


Henee are my days a barren reund 
Of trifling hopes, and idle fears: 

For life, true life, is only found 
In focial joys, and focial tears. 


Let moping monks, and rambling rakes, 
The joys of wedded love deride: 
Their manners rife frotn grofs miftakes, 


Unbridled luft, or gloomy pride. 


Thy facred fweets, connubial love, 
Flow from affections more refin’d ; 
AffeCtions facred to the dove, 
Heroic, conftant, warin and kind. 


Fail, holy flame! hail, facred tye! 
That binds two gentle fouls in one! —~ 
On equal wings their troubles fly, 
In equal ftreams their pleafures run. 


Their duties ftill their plcafures bring ; | 
Hence joys in fwilt fucceffion come: 
A, queen is fhe, and he’s a king, 


Aad their dominion is their home. 
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Happy the youth who finds a bride : 
In {prightly days of health and eafe: We 

Whofe temper to his own allied, He 
No knowledge feeks but how to pleafe. 


A thoufand fweets their days attend ! i 
A thoufand comforts rife around! W 

Here hufband, parent, wife, and friend, H 
In every deareft fenfe is found. 


Yet think not, man, ’midft fcenes fo gay, 1) a 
That clouds and ftorms will never rife ; nie) 

A cloud may dim the brighteft day, 
And ftorms difturb the calmeft fkies. 


But ftill their blifs fhall ftand its ground ; 
Nor thall their comforts hence remove ; 
Bitters are oft falubrious found, 
And lovers’ quarrels heighten love. 


The lights and fhades, and goods, and ills, 
Thus finely blended in their fate, 

To {weet fubmiffion bow their wills, 

And make them happy in their fate. 
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XXX. 


THE SYMPATHISING LOVER. 


Written about 1550. 


JHONE is fike and ill at eafe, 

I am full forry for Jhone’s difeafe ; 

Alak good Jhone what may you pleafe ? 
I fhall beare the coft be fweet fent Denys. 


She is fo prety in every degre, 

Good lord who may a goodlyer be 

In favoure and in facyon lo will ye fe, 

But it were an angell of the Trinite. 
Alak good Jhone what may you plefe ? 
I fhal beare the coft be fwete fent Denys. 


Her countynaunce with her lynyacion, 
To hym that wolde of fuch recreacion, 
That God hath ordent in his firft formacion, 
Myght wel be ¢alled conjuracion. 
Alak good Jhone what may you pleafe ? 
I thall beare the coft be fwete fent Denys. 
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She is my lytel prety one, 
What fhulde I fay? my mynde is gone, 
Yf fhe and I were togethir alone, 
I wis the will not gyve me a bone, 
Alas good Jhone fhall all my mone 
Be loft fo fone ?* 


I am a fole, 

Leve this array, 

Another day 

We fhall both play, 
When we are fole.+ 


XXXI. 


THE AMOROUS DISTRESS, 
: Written about 1550, 


Hav E I not caufe to mourn, alas! 
Ever whiles that my lyfe do dure; 
Lamenting thus my forrowful cafe 
In fighes deepe without recure ? 
Now remembryag my hard adventure, 
* i.e. treat me with contempt. 
t Together, or by onrfelves. 
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Mervelloufly makyng my hart wo: 

Alas! her lokes have perfed me fo! 
Sad is her chere with color chryftyne, — 
More fairer of loke than fayer Elyn, 
Eyes gray, clerer than columbyne, 
Never a fweter of nature femynyne ; 
Goodly in port, O what a paftyme and joy 
Have I when I behold her ! 


Wotfully opprefied wyth forrow and payne, 
Wyth fyghing thy hart and body in, diftre’s, 
Grevoufly tormented through difdayne, 
Lackyng the company of my lady and myftres, 
Whych to atayne is yet remedyles ; 
But God of his grace furely me fend 
By forrows importunate joyfully to amend, 


Is it not fure a dedly payne, 
To you I fay that lovers be, 
When faythful harts muft needs refrayn 
The one the other for to fee ? 
I you affure ye may truft me, 
Of all the paynes that ever I knew, 
It is a payne that mofi I rewe. 


Wy ae, He a. 
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AXXIT. 


tit ie ALL OV EER: 


Written about 1 550. 


As I lay flepynge, 
In dremes fletynge, 
Ever my fwetyng 
Is in my mynd ; 
She is fo goodly, 
With looks fo lovely, 
That no man truly 
Such one can fynd. 


Her bewty fo pure, 

Tt doth under lure, 

My pore hart full fure 
In governance ; 

Therfor now wyll I 

Unto hyr apply, 

And ever will cry, 

For remembraunce. 
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Her fayer eye perfyng, 
My pore hart bledyng, 
And I abydyng, 

In hope of medg ; 
But thus have I long 
Entunyd this fonge, 
With paynes ful ftronge, 

And cannot fpede. 


Alas wyll not fhe 

Now fliew hyr pytye, 

But thus wyll take me 
In fuche dyfdayne ; 

Methynketh I wys 

Unkynde that fhe is, 

That byndeth me thus, 
In fuch hard payne, 


Though fhe me bynde, 

Yet fhall fhe not fynde 

My pore hart unkynd, 
Do what fhe can ; 

For I wyll hyr pray, 

Whiles I leve a day, 

Me to take for aye, 

For hyr owne man. 


Se ee on" 
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XXXITI. 


THE LOVER’s EXPOSTULATION, 


Written about 1550- 


COoMPLAYN I may, 
Andight well fay, 
Love goth aftray, 
And waxeth wilde ; 

For many a day 
Love was my pray, 
It wyll alway, 

I am begylde. 


Ihave thankless _ 
Spent my fervyce, 
And can purches 
No grace at all; 
Wherefore doubtlefs, 
Such a myttres, 
Dame Piteles 
T may her call. 
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For fikerly, 
The more that I 
On her do try 
On me to thinke ; 
The leffe mercy 
In her fynd I, 
Alas I dye, 
My hart doth fynke, 


Fortune pardye, 
Afeineth me 
Such cruelte, 
a Wythouten gylt; 
an Owght not to be, 
I twis pitee, 
O fhame to fee, 
A man fo fpilt. 


That I fhuld fpyll - 

For my good wyll, 

I thynke gret ill, 
Agaynft all ryght ; 

It is more ill, 

She fhuld me kyll, 

Whom I love ftyll, 


Wyth all my myght. 
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But to exprefle 
My heavynes, 
Syth my fervyce 

Is thus forfake ; 
All comfortles, 
Wyth much dyftres, 
In wyldernes, 

I me betake. ah 


And thus adewe, | 

Deth doth enfewe, i" 

Wythout refcue, i), 
Her “* 4% & 

I trow a Jew 

On me wold rew, 

Knowing how trew | i | 


That I have bene. 
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XXXIV. 


THE RENUING OF LOVE, 


IN going to my naked bedde 
As one that would have flept, 
I heard a wife fing to her child, 
That lopg before had wept. 
She fighed fore and fang full fweete, 
To bring the ‘babe to veft, 
That would not ceafe but cried fill, 
In fucking at her brett. 
She was full wearie of her watch, 
And greued with her child, 
She rocked it and rated it 
Tull that on her it fmilde. 
Vhen did fhe faie, now have I founde 
‘This prouerbe true to. proue, 
The falling out of faithfull frends, 
Renuing is of loue. . 
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Then tooke I paper, penne and ynke 
This prouerbe for to write, 

In regefter for to remaine 
Of fuch a worthie wight : 

As fhe proceded thus in fong 
Unto her little bratte, 

Muche mattor uttered fhe of waight 
In place whereat fhe fatte, 


And proued plaine there was no beaft 
Nor creature bearing life 

Could well be knowne to liue in loue, a 
Without difcorde and ftrife : | 

Then kifled thee her little babe 
And iware by God aboue, 

The falling out of faithfull frends 
Renuing is of loue. 


She faied that neither king ne prince, i 
Ne lord could live aright, a 

Untill their puiffance they did proue 
Their manhode and their might. | 

When manhode fhal be matched {fo q ! tg 
That feare can take no place, 

Then wearie works makes warriours 
Eche other to embrace, 

And leave their forfe that failed them, 
Which did confume the rout, 

‘That might before haue lived their tvme 
And their fulle nature our; 
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Then did fhe fyng as one that thought 
No man could her reproue, 
The falling out of faithfull frendes 


Renuing is of loue. 


She faid fhe fawe no fithe ne foule, 
Nor beaft within her haunt, 

That mett a ftraunger in their kinde, 
But could geue it a taunt , 

Since flefhe might not indure, 
But reft mutt wrathe fuccede, 

And forfe who fight to fall to play, 
In pafture where they feede. 

So noble nature can well ende 
The works fhe hath begone 

And bridle well that will not ceafe 
Her tragedy in fome ; 

Thus in her fonge the oft reherit, 
As did her well behove, 

The falling out of faithfull frendes 


Renuing is of loue. 


I maruaile much pardy quoth fhe, 
For to beholde the route, 
To fee man, woman, boy and beaft 


To toffe the world about. 
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Some knele, fome crouch, fome beck, fome check, 
And fome can fmothly fmile, 

And fome embrace others in arme, 
And there thinke many a wile. 

Some ftande aloufe at cap and knee, 
Some humble and fome ftoute, 

Yet are they neuer frend indeede 
Vntil they once fail out: ' 

Thus ended fhe her fong and faid 
Before fhe did remoue, 

The falling out of faithfull frends 
Renuing is of loue. 


XXXV. 


THE PLEASURES OF LOVE. 


I pass all my hours in a fhady old grove, 
But I live not the day when I fee not my love ; 
I furvey ev’ry walk now my Phillis is gone, 
And figh when I think we were there all alone; 
O then, ’tis O then, that I think there’s no hell 


Like loving too well. 
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But each fhade and each confcious bow’r, when I find 
Where I once have been h: appy, and fhe has been kind ; 
When I fee the print left of her fhape in the green, 
And tmagin the pleafure may yet come agen; 
O then. ’tis I think that no joys are aloe 
The pieafures of love. 


While alone to myfelf T repeat all her charms, 
: She I love may be lockt in another man’s arms, 
She may laugh at my cares, and fo falfe the may be, 
To fay all the kind things fhe before faid to me ; 
O then, “tis O then, that I think there’s no hell 
Like loving too well. 


But when I confider the truth of her heart, 
Such an innocent paflion, fo kind without art, 
I fear I have wrone’d her, and hope fhe may be 
So full of true love to be jealous of me: 

And then “tis I think that no joys are above 
The pleafures of love. 
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Sonnet fung before queen Elizabeth, fuppofed to have 
been written by the earl of Effex. 


Sir Wiliam Segar, in bis account of a Solemn tilt or 
exercife of arms held in the year 1590, before queen ae 


F " if a A H nag 
Lilizabeth, in the Tilt Yard at Wefininfler, with em- oh 
blematical reprefeatations and mufic, mentions, that Mr. ae 


Hale fung the followiag fong, He alfo remarks of Mr. i, 
Hale, that be was her majefly’s fervant, a gentleman in al 
that art excellent, and for is voice both commendable 

aud admirable, —Treatife of honour, civil and militargg i | I 
hid. LHL, cap. 54. And Sir Henry Wotton, in bis pa- Ng 
rallel between the earl of Effex and the duke of Buck- | 
inghattts fays, that a fonnet of the carl’s was, upon @ 
certarn occafion, fing before the queen, by ome Halle, tz 
avhofe voice fhe took fome pleafure. Ee 


My golden locks time hath to filuer turn’d 
(O time too fwift, and fwiftnes yeuer ceafing) 
My youth ’gainft age, and age at youth hath {pura’d. 
But {purn’d in uaine ; youth waineth by encreefing, 
Beauty, firength, youth, are flowers that fading beene, 
-Duety, faith, loue, are roetes and ever greene, 
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My helmet now fhall make an hiue for bees, 
And louers fangs fhall turn to holy pfalmes Pea 
Aman at armes mutt now fit on his knees, 
And feed on prayers that are old ages almes ; 
And tho from court to cottage I depart, 

My faint is fure of mine unfpotted hart. 


And when I fadly fit in homely cell, 

I'll teach my fwaines this carrol for a fong 

Bleit be the hearts that thinke my fouereigne well, 
Curs’d be the foules that thinke to doe her wrong. 
Goddeife, uouchfafe this aged man his right, 

To be your beadfman now, that was your knight. 


Sonnet 


XXXVIL. 
Sonnet on Elizabeth Markhame. 


From a MS. of Fohn Harington, dated 1 564. 


WHENCE comes my love, O hearte, difclofe, 
Twas from cheeks that fhamed the rofe : ee 
From lips that fpoyle the rubies prayfe = ie ~ 

From eyes that mock the diamond’s blaze. : A 
Whence comes my woe, as freely owne, ad by 
Ah me! ’twas from a hearte lyke ftone. if 


The blufhyng cheek fpeakes modeft mynde, 1 ae 
The lipps befitting wordes motte kynde ; ae 
The eye does tempte to love’s defyre, 

And feems to fay, *tis Cupid’s fire ; 

Yet all fo faire, but fpeake my moane, 

Syth noughte dothe faye the hearte of {tone. 


. Why thus, my love, fo kynde befpeake, 

Sweet lyppe, fweet eye, fweet blufhynge cheeke, 
Yet not a hearte to fave my paine, 

O Venus, take thy giftes again: 

Make not fo faire to caufe our moane, 

Or make a hearte that’s lyke our owne, 
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XXXVIII- 


Black Sanctus, or monke’s hymn to Saunte Satane. 


In aa letter from Sir Fohn Harrington to the Lord Trea- 
furer Burleigh, mention is made of certain old monkifP 
rhymes called ‘* The Black Saunétus, or Moxke’s Hymn to 
Saunt Satanee? The father of Sir Fobn Harrington, 
avho had married a natural daughter of Henry Vill. 
named Efther, and was very well Srilled in mufic, baving 
learned it, as the letter fays, ‘‘ im the fellowfbip of 
good maifter Tallis, who fet this hymn to mufic in @ 
canon of three parts,” and the author of the letter faysy 
<< shat king Henry was ufed in plefaunt moode.to fing 
21. a= Nuge Antiqua, edit. 1769. | 


O TU qui dans oracula, {cindis cotem novacula, 

Da noftra ut tabernacula, lingua canant vernacula, 
Opima poft jentacula, hujufmodi miracula, 

Sit femper plenum poculam, habentes plenum loculum, 
Tu ferva nos ut fpecula, per longa et lata fecula, 

Ut clerus ut plebecula, nec noéte nec de cula, 


Curent 
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Curent de ulla recula, fed intuentes fpecula, 

Dura vitemus fpicula, jacentes cum amicula, iP 
Que garrit ut cornicula, feu triftis feu ridicula, 4 
‘Tum porrigamus ofcula, tum colligamus flofcula, 
Ornemus ut ccenaculum, et totum habitaculum, ms 


Tum culy poft fpiraculum, fpectemus hoc fpectaculum, 


XXXIX. 


Tranflation of the foregoing. 


O THOU who utt’ring myftic notes, Me 
The whetftone. cut’{t with razor, | 
In mother-tongue permit our throats, 
Henceforth to fing and fay, Sir! 


To rich, material breakfafts join 
Thefe miracles more funny — 
Fill all our cups with lafting wine, 
Our bags with lafting money ! 


R 2 


2Aa OLD: BALLADS. 


To us a guardian tow’r remain, 
Through ages long and jolly ; 

Nor give our houfe a moment’s pair, 
From thought’s intrufive folly ! 


Ne’er let our eyes for loffes mourn, 
| Nor pore on aught but glaffes ; 
ae And footh the cares that ftill return, 
| By couching with our lafles ; 


i Who loud as tatling magpies prate, 

of Alternate laugh and lour ; 

al Then kifs we round each wanton mate, 
And crop each vernal flow’r, 


To deck our rooms, and chiefly that 
Where fupper’s charms invite ! 
Then clofe in chimney-corner fquat, 


To fee fo bleft a fight ! 


ALLADS. 


xL. 


= 


The prgife of wine, by Walter de Mapes, archdeacon 
of Oxford, of the eleventh century. i 


Tranflated by Mr, Derby, of Fordingbridge, Hants, a 


Too refolv’d in a tavern with honour to die; 
At my mouth place a full flowing bowl, 

That angels, while round me they hover, may cry, | p 
‘* Peace, O God, peace to this jolly foul!” ae < 


By toping the mind with frefh vigour is fraught, 
The heart, too, foars up to the ‘kies ; 

Give me wine that’s unmix’d --- not that watery draught 
Which the prefident’s butler fupplies. 


To each man his gift Nature gives to enjoy ; 
To pretend to write well is a jeft 

When I’m hungry ; I yield, overcome by a boy ; 
And a faft like the grave I deteft. 
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My verfes all tafte of the wine that I ftow 3 
While ?m empty my mufe is unkind ; 

But, with bumpers enliven’d, how {weet does the flow ! 
Fam’d Ovid I leave far behind. 


Till my belly’s well filled, truths I ne’er can divine $ 
But when Bacchus prefides in my pate, 

The ftrong impulfe I feel of the great god of rhime, 
And wonderful things I relate. 


XLI. 


THE INDOLENT MAWN, 


[ CANNOT eat, 
But lyttyl meat, 
My ftomach ys not good ; 
But fure I think 
That I can drynke 
With any that were a hode. 


Though I go bare, 
Take ye no Care, 
I am nothing a cold ; 
I ftuff my fkyn 
So full within 
Of jolly good ale and old. 
Back and fydes go bare, 
Both fote and hand go cold, 
But belly God fend thee good ale ynough, 
Whether it be new or ould. 


T love no roft, 
But a nut-brown tofte, 

And a crab laid in the fire, 
A little bread 
Shall do me ftead, 

Much bread I not defire ; . 
No froft or fnow, 
No winde I trow 

Can hurte me if I wolde, 
I am fo wrapt, 
And throwly lapt, 

OF joly good ale and old. 


Back and fides go.bare, &c, 
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ale or ftrong drink. 
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And Tib my wife, 
That as her life, 

Loveth well good ale to feek, 
Full oft drinkes fhee, 
Till ye may fee 

The teares run down her cheeke; 
Then doth fhe trowle 
To me the bowle,* 

Even as a mault-worm } fhuld ; 
And faith fweet heart 
I took my part 

Of this joly good ale and old, 


Back and fides go bare; &c. 


* Trow Le, or trole the bowl, was a common phrafe in 
drinking, for pafling the veffel about, as appears by the following 
beginning of an old catch z 


Trole trole the bowl te me, 
And I will trole the fame again to thee. 


And in this other in Hiltons’s colledtion ; 
Tom Bouls, Tom Bouls, 


See’ft thou not how merrily this good ale rrowled ? 


+ Mavuit-worm is a humourous appellation for a lover of 


fies 
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Now let them drink, 
Till they nod and wink, 
Even as good fellows fhould do, 
They fhal not miffe 
To have the bliffe 
Good ale doth bring men to: 
And all poor fouls, 
That have fcowred boules, | 
Or have them luftely trolde, a 
God fave the lives 
Of them and their wives, 
Whether they be young or old, tae 


ei eet “tga Se os es F a, 


Back and fides go bare, &c.* qi 


* This fong is to be found in the old comedy of Gammer ie 8 
Gurton’s Needle, which was firft printed in 4351, and is even 
new well known in many parts of England, 
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CLIT, 
T He Ew (Pi OF 0) Bade 


Tuffer, the author of The Five Hundred Points of 


good Hufoandry, and who was born in the reign of Hen- 
ry VIII, relates, that, being a child, and having been 
fent by his father to a mufic fchool, as was the prac- 
rice in -thofe times, he was removed to Wallingford col- 
lege, where he remained till he was feized by virtue of 
ene of thofe placards which at that time were iffued 
eut to fundry men, empowering thenr.to imprefs boys for 
the fervice of the feveral choirs in this kingdom, and 
that at laft be had the good fortune to be fettled at 
St. Paul’s, where he had Redford, a frilful mufician, 
for his mafter. The Poor Child feems to have had a 
hard time of tt, as appears by his account in the fol- 
lowing flanzas. The life of this poor man was a feries 
of wisfortune. From Eton he went to Trinity-ball in 
Cambridge, but foon left the Univerfity, and at different 
times was refident in various parts of the kingdom, 
ewhere be was fuccefively a mufician, fchool-mafter, fere 
wing man, hufrandman, graxiery and poet, but never 


hrove 
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throve in any of thefe feveral vocations. The Five. 
Hundred Points of Hufoandry is written in familiar if, 
werfe, and abounds with many curious particulars that : 
befpeak the manners, the cuftoms, and modes of living 
én this country, from the year 1520 to about half a 
century after, befides which it difcovers fuch a degree 
of economical wifdom in the author, fuch a fedulous 
attention to the honefi arts of thriving, fuch a general 
love of mankind, fuch a regard to juftice, anda re- i i 
werence for religion, that we not only lament his misfor- Hi 
éunes, but wonder at them; and are at a lefs to account i 1 
for his dying poor who underftood fo well the method iu 
to become rich, — See Sir Fobn Hawkiass Hiftory of ie 
Mufc, vol, II, i 


pe came to pafs, that borne I was, | 4 ve 

Of linage good and gentle blood, 1. tes 

In Effex laier in village faier 
that Rivenhall hight: 4 

Which village lide by Banktree tide, | 

There fpend did I mine infancy 3 

There then my name in honeft fame 
remained in fight. 


I yet but yoong, no fpeech of tong, 
Nor teares withall that often fall A | 
From mothers eies when child out eries . 


to part her fro; 
Could 
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Could pitty make good father take, 

But out I muft to fong be thruft; 

say what I would, do what I could, 
his mind was fo. 


O painefull time! for every crime 

What toofed eares, like baited beares ! 

What bobbed lips, what perkes, what nips, 
what hellith toies ! 

Phy | What robes! how rare! what colledge fare ! 

| What bread how ftale! What penny ale! 

Thea Wallingford how wert thou abhor’d 
of filly boies! | 


we Thence for my voice, I muft (no choice) 
} Away of forfe like pofting horfe, 
it For fundrie men had placards then 
“4 fuch child to take : 
The better breft, the leffer reft ¥ 
To ferve the queere, now there now here; 
For time fo fpent I may repent, 
and forrow make, 


But 


* This expreffion is worthy of a eritical obfervation : 
¢ The better breft, the leffer reft 


In finging, the found is originally produced by the adtton of 
the lungs; which are fo effential an organ in this refpedt, that 


te 
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But marke the chance, myfelf to vance, 
By friendfhip’s lot to Paule’s I got ; 
So found I grace a certain {pace 

{till to remaine i 
With Redford * there, the like no where i. 
For cunning fuch and vertue much, | 
By whom fome part of muficke art 


fo did I gaine. 


From Paule’s I went, to Eaton fent | 
To learn ftreightwayes the latin phraies, ie 
Where fiftie three ftripes given to mee |e 

at once I had J a 


to have a good breaft was formerly a common periphrafs te 
denote a good finger. The Italians make ufe of the terms woze 
di petto and voce di teffa to fignify two kinds of voice, of which 
the firft is the beft. In Shakefpeare’s comedy of Twelfth Night, 
after the clown is afked to fing, Sir Andrew Aguecheek fays, 


6 By my troth the fool hath an excellent breaft.’ 


And in the ftatutes of Stoke college in Suffolk, founded by 
Parker, archbilhop of Canterbury, is a provifion in thefe words: 
‘ of which faid querifters, after their breafts are changed [1.«. | Le 
€ their voices broke] we will the moft apt of wit and capacity le 
‘be helpen with exhibition of forty fhillings, &c.’ — Strype’s 
Life of Parker, page 9g. 


* John Redford, organift and almoner of St. Paul’s. See i 
vol. II. page 526. | 
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For fault but fmall or none at all, 

It came to pas thus beat I was ; 

See Udall * fee the mercie of thee 
to me poore lad. 


XLII. 


Poetical chronicle of England, from William the Cone 
queror to the Revolution in 1688. 


By Thomas Mytton, E/q. 


WAT 


o ¥ 
Had pafs’d, fince Chrift ia Bethlem’s manger lay, 


HEN years one thoufand and threefcore and fix 


Then the ftern Norman, red from Haftings’ field, 
Bruis’d Anglia’s realms beneath his iron fway. 


* This Udall was Nicholas Udall, ftyled by Bayle, ‘ Ele- 
* gantifimus omnium bonarum Iiterarium magifter, et earum 
« feliciffimus interpres;’ and that mafter of Eaten {chool whofe 


feverity made divers of his fcholars run away from the {chool 


for fear of beating. Roger Afcham tells the ftory im the pre- 
face to his Scholemafter; and a fpecimen of Udall’s elegance 
both in yerfe and profe may be feen in thé appendix to Af- 


eham’s works in quarto, publifhed by John Bennet, 1761. 
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One thoufand eighty-feven, fee Rufus king! 
That tyrant who, transfix’d by Tyrrel’s dart, 
(No more to fpoil and fcourge the groaning land) 
* < Bled in the foreft like a wounded hart.” 


When centuries eleven had roll’d away, / 
Then the Firft Henry mounted England’s throne : 

Twice fourteen winters, Cardiff’s gloomy tow’rs 
Heard his poor eyelefs captive brother’s moan. 


When centuries eleven, years thirty-five, 
Were gone, the brave ufurper Stephen’s hand 
The feeptre feiz’d: to keep the glitt’ring prize, 
How oft he drench’d in blood th’ afflicted land! 


When centuries eleven, .years fifty-four, 

' Were gone, came Second Henry, he whofe fword 

Made the fierce Cambrian tremble, and compell’d 
Hibernia’s favage fons to call him lord. 


With Rofamunda oft, in fragrant bow’rs, 
Still by the mufe kept verdant and romance, 

He toy’d the fummer day. O! + “ only weak 
 Againft the charms of beauty’s pow’rfal glance.” 


* Pope’s Windfor Foreft, p. 184. 


+ Milton’s Paradife Loft, lib. Ville Pp. $39- 
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Years eighty-nine, and centuries elev’n, 

Lo! Richard, he who Coeur de Lion hight : 
* «¢ Acainft whofe fury and unmatched force 

*« The lawlefs lion could not wage the fight.” 


since the Redeemer of mankind was born, 

Now centuries twice fix were almoft gone, 
When, to young Arthur due, fee England’s crown 
i Ufurped by the bluft’ring daftard, John! 


Perfidious, bloody wretch! the glorious band 
Of barons, arm’d in freedom’s facred caufe, 

Ere long fhall make thee, baffled tyrant, know, 
Britons are only fubject to the laws. 


Th’ indignant heroes, preffing to thy throne, 


Shall force thee, burfting with thy fmother’d rages 
To give the charter of fair liberty. 
Dear be their fame to each fucceeding age ! 


Twelve hundred years, and fixteen, then began 
Third Henry’s feeble minion-guided rule : 

A foft, irrefolute, good-natur’d prince ; 
+ ‘Ah! what is mere good-nature but a fool?” 


= Shakefpeare’s King John, A& I. 


¢ Armftrong’s Art of preferving Health, p. 267. 


OLD  IBAULADS. 


Not fuch was Edward. — Red with Paynim gore, 
The fun-burnt chief, from Syria’s parching ftrand, 
Is, in twelve hundred fev’nty two call’d home, 
To fway the fceptre of his native land. 


How does a breaft, black cruelty’s abode, 
Debate the.fage’s and the hero’s name! 
O ruthlefs king! thro’ each fucceeding age, 


The vengeful ghoft of Wallace haunts thy fame. 


The Mufes, too, thai! curfe that jealous rage 
Which doom’d to death, in Cambria’s fatal day, 
Their fweeteft fons: — For ever then were mute 


* “ Fligh Hoel’s harp, and foft Llewellyn’s lay.” 


In:thirteen hundred feven, the fatal crown 
Encircled fecond Edward’s youthful head! 
Ah me! how Mis’ry fcowls behind his throne! 
Ah me! what fury mounts his bridal bed! 


How wept old Berkley’s {tern and flinty tow’rs 
To hear, poor king! thy agonizing roar, 
While, at thy favage confort’s dire command, 

The glowing fteel thy frying entrails tore! 


* Gray’s Ode II. 


Vou. III, 


“ii 
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O’er thirteen hundred years and twenty fix, 
On rapid pinions, Time has wing’d his way; 
Lo! the third Edward reigns. —- Ah! too, a thiri 
For martial glory, and extended fway ! 


-O! think to thy depopulated reairtis 


What ills from this thy falfe ambition flow 3 
But heroes, whirl’d in Vidt’ry’s thund’ring: car, 
Nor hear the widow’s cry, nor orphan’s woe. 


Thy trophies, rear’d on Creffy’s crinifon field, 
Calm Reafon, with undazzled eye, furveys : 

<¢ Are thefe the monuments of Edward’s fame ?” 
She cries, “¢ which havock and.injuftice raife ?”? 


Soft Pity weeps while Hiftory: relates 
How foon the envy’d monarch’s: joys are fled ; 
War, ever wont to wreath his brow with bays, 
Now rends thofe honours from his hoary head. 


Death tears his dear. Philippa from his arms ; 
Low in his grave the fable warrior lies : 
Opprefs’d with care and grief, himfelf expires, 
No friend to footh his woes, or clofe his eyes! 


In thirteen hundred feventy-feven the throne 
Receives the fable chief's degen*rate boy ; 


‘His people’s rights, which he had fworn to guard, 


The perjut’d traitor labour’d to deftroy. 
4 


Buz 
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‘Hut vain the labour, —and for ever vain 
May Britifh valour make each black defign 
‘To fhackle freedom, in th’infernal plot ) a 


Fo ak or 
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With impious kings tho? * venal fenates join; 


inceeetinne ict ienstn leer tiitabes 


Tho’ venal judges ;ftrive to render law ae 
The pliant flave of a defpotic lord ; nie 
‘Tho’ venal armies { page the tyrant’s heels, ¢ 
And round his pomp terrific flames the fword. | 


§ What now avails the feaft that wont to roar i 

With jayghter ? What the blaze of rich attire ? | 
The jocund dance, and Mufic’s melting voice, | ie 
- And mirth that faw the lamps of night expire ? 


** Richard had a parliament as ready as any of more modern ! 
times to facrifice the liberties of the people to the crown. i 


+ At the opening of the parliament which met in Septem- 
ber, 1397, the dord chancellor made a fpeech, in which he told 
the members, that kings were mafters of the law. See Gu- 
thrie’s Hiftory .of England. —- The judges were prevailed upon 
to declare, that the king was above the laws. See Rapin. His i J 
chief juftice every body has heard of. # 

2 


~ He modelled his guards, fo that he. thought them fit for 
every .purpofe of blood and barbarity. Guthrie. 


§ He was exceflively fond of thefe trifling amufements of 
pomp, pageantry, and all the tawdry externals of royalty, 
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Drag’d from his throne, inpPomfret’s darkfome tow'r¢ 
Immur’d, he groan’d the heavy hours away, 

Till, freed from all his woes, at Exton’s feet, 
A breathlefs corfe the murder’d monarch lay, 


In thirteen hundred ninety-nine the crown 
From Richard wrefted, the fourth Henry wore ; 
Soon Civil Difcord calls, ** the dogs of war”’ 
From hell, to riot on Britannia’s fhore, 


In fourteen hundred thirteen, graceful, young, 

Bravé, learn’d, and polifh’d, the fifth Harry reigns ; 
But ah! what grim attendants! Sword and fire 

Ere long to rage on weeping Gallia’s plains. 


See War, tremendous fiend! gives to his hand 
The weapon forg’d by fate to deal the blow, 
That foon,: on Agincourt’s-enfanguin’d field, 
#<¢¢ Shall lay Alanzon’s haughty helmet low.” 


Not fuch the train that erft with Harry trod 
The flow’ry verge of Ifis gentle tide, 

When, for the ftudent’s gown, he deign’d a while 
To.throw the purple robes of ftate afide, 


* ‘Warton’s poem on the king’s marriage. 


Attendant 
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Attendant ever on his ftudious walks 

Was Contemplation, tranquil matron, there ; 
The peaceful Mufes, with their filver lyves, 

And Science, with high converfe, charm’d his ear, 


Gn fourteen hundred twenty-two, behold 
Britannia’s crown become an infant’s toy : 
?Tis the fixth Harry’s = How the man fhall rue 
The fatal fplendors that delight the boy ! 


Thou know’tt not, gentle babe! that, from thy birth, 
Mifhap and Sorrow mark’d thee for their own ; 
Doom’d, at capricious Warwick’s lordly will, 
To pine in dungeons, or to fill a throne. 


How long fhall Civil Difcord, loos’d from hell, 
Lead Fire and Slaughter o’er thy wide domain, 
Bid kindred hofts deal mutual deaths, and lie 
; ‘‘Mixt in inceftuous murders” o’er the plain! 


In fourteen hundred fixty one, the throne 

Fourth Edward mounts, and feafts his brutal eye 
On fcaffolds crimfon with Lancaftrian gore ; 

And makes the regal dome } “a fenfual ftye.” 


+ Armftrong’s Art of preferving Health, book IIT, 


* Milton’s Comus. 
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Could not fifth Edward’s ‘childhood innocence®® 
His life, alas! from bloody Richard fave ? 

The year that faw him'moint Britannia’s thtene, 
Saw Murder hide him in th’? ‘untimely grave. 


In fourteen hundred eighty-three, what fiend 
Mithapen, hideous, meets the ftartled eye? 
*Tis the third Richard, drunk with human gore : 

* Dogs bay the monfter as he paffes by. 


In fourteen hundred eighty-five the crowar 
He won on Bofworth’s bloody plain, behold 
On the feventh Henry’s head. —Demure, fevere, 
; “Proud, dark, fufpicious, brooding o’er his gold.” 


Fierce with his pow’r, and { frotick of his-prime, . 
Dreadful and gay, in fifteen hundred nine, 

The youthful lion, the eighth Harry comes, 
And ‘boafts his high defcent from either § line. 


* Dogs bark at me as F halt by them: — Shakefpeare’s Ri- 
chard thé Third. 
+ Thompfon’s Liberty, book IV. 


+ — ripe, and frolick of his full-grown age, Milton’s Comus. 


§ The lines of York and Lancafter. 
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That Gothic church by fuperftition rear’d, 
In whofe dark cells, in hideous duratice bound, 


Lay groaning Reafon, dauntlefs he affail’d, 
And tore thé matfy fabrick to the ground. 


Rome heard the fall aftounded. — Britons now 
Deride her thunders. — May the lateft age 
Hear Britons glory inthe great event, 
And hail * ‘the brutal tyrant’s ufeful rage 1” 


Array’d in ev’ry blufhing charm of youth, 
Who comes in fifteen hundred forty fev’n ? 
Tis the fixth Edward, virtuous, learned, mild, 
Ah! only fhewn, + then fnatch’d away to heav’ns 


ges Th inaudible and noifelefs foot of Time’’ 
O’er fifteen hundred centuries had rah, 
And fummers fifty-three. — Fell Mary then, 
A fury fore! her direful reign began. 


The fury calls, — and from the central gloom 
Of hell the demon Perfecution hies ; 

Quick o’er the realms his iron whips refound, 
His fetters rattle, and his flames arife. 


ra 


%* Thomfen’s Summer. 
+ Oftendunt terris hunc tantum fata. Virgil. 
i Shakefpeare, 
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O God! o’er all the wide-extended earth 
Make, make fuch bigot-race for ever ceafe ! 
Let Truth exulting call the Chriftian world, 
The gentle houfhold of the “ Prince of peace.” 


Who comes in fifteen hundred fifty-eight, 
Begirt with fages, and with heroes round > 

*Tis great Eliza.— Raptur’d Fame her praife 
Shall to the ears of dying Time refound. 


From the dread luftre of her piercing eye 
See fraudful Pop’ry fhrinks difmay’d away ! 
While Arts and Learning, and celeftial Truth 
Burft on the nation, in a flood of day, 


On proud Iberia’s fleets her vengeful arm 
Thunder, and terror, and deftruction hurl’d : * 
And dauntlefs Drake, immortal ‘hero, bore 
Her awful name around the trembling world, 


Not fuch her heir. In fixteen hundred three 

Comes Scottifh James, extin@ the Tudor line ; 
Hark! how'vile Flatt’ry fooths ‘his pedant ears 

With “ fapient king!” and * king‘by right divine!’ 


* The deftrudtion of the Spanith armada, 
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In action feeble, in the wordy war 
Content is he his prowefs to difplay : 

*¢ Content to teach the fubje(t-herd how great, 
How facred he! how defpicable they !’’* 


seenatinenrs-ainr hance ihctieaiaaimatiias 


Was ev’ry other act forgot that gives 
To deteftation and contempt thy name, 

Yet know, that Raleigh’s murder, wretched king! | 
Alone would + ** damn thee to eternal fame.’? HA 


In fixteen hundred twenty-five, fee Charles He 
With haughty ftep afcends Britannia’s throne ; , 
Befet by flatt’ring priefts, to teach mankind f 
¢ “‘ Th’ enormous faith of many made for one.” iM 


As if our father God, who ever joys 
To iee his creatures happy, he who gave 

To man a front.and mind fublime, were pleas’d 
To fee him fome proud tyrant’s trembling flave ! i 


As if the focial ftate, and civil plan 
Could be by either God or man defign’d, 4 
For what ?—to wait the nod, and fwell the pomp 
§ Of one, and oft the vileft of mankind! | 
* Thomfon’s lberty, book IV. : 
+ Pope. Tey Ek Ope, ad 


As if for one, and fometimes for the worft, 


tor 


Heav’n had mankind in vengeance only madex—Fhom{on’s Li 
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Such weak and impious doétrines reafon feorns; 
Religion damrs. —May Britons ever be 

Both learh’d to know, and dauntlefs to affert 
*# The right divine that mait has to be free! 


And fuch were Britons, of this nobleft gift” 

| Of heav’n, when Charles, with facrilegious hatid: 
a) Affay’d to fpoil them, and her iron chain 

Bid flav’ry fhake infulting o’er-the land.- 


Stung by: oppreftion into rage, to arms 
The nations ruth. — How fall the brave and good ' 


a © Charles! not all the powers of Eaftern kings 
| Is worth an Haipden’s, or a Falkland’s blood. 


‘Curs’d Flatt’ry’s work |=“ Charles, had thy regal frown 
Forbade that Syren audience,”” Candor cries, 

s¢ Peace o’er thy throne had fpread her wings, and thee’ 
Had wafted from thy pillow to the fkies.” 


That worthiefs fenfualift, the fecond Charles 

In fixteen hundred forty-nine, behold ! 
To God and man ingrate ; + ‘a penfion’d: kings 
Againft his country brib’d by Gallic gold.” 


** It may be demonftrated, from the attributes of God, that 
man has a divine right to liberty. 


4* Thormfon’s Liberty, book IV. 
Amid& 
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Amidft acclaiming monks, the fecond James, 

in fixteen hundred eighty-five, the throne 
Afcends, while Pop’ry ori her bigot foii 

Show’rs bleflings, and accounts his redlms her own; 


And fo he vow'd they fhou’d be,—and he vow’d, 
(Warn’d by his father’s tragic fate, in vain, 
How perilous th’ attempt) with feeble arm; 
To bind on Freedom’s martial limbs the chain; 


Mad, mad with tyrant pride, the facred code 
Of law he dafhes furious to the ground: 
Fréed from its high controul, fee Jeff’ries rage; 
Fierce o’er the land, and fpread his murders round! 


But hark ! — what fudden peais of joy ?— 
Th’ invited fleet, in all the glorious pride 

Of war, approaches, and ‘triumphant bears 
Immortal Naffau o’er the briny tide. 


To refcue nations from a tyrant’s fang, 
To heal their wounds, and lenient bid them sife 

In more than wonted vigour, godlike work ! 

The hero comes. —= The daftard tyrane flies : 
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And with him fly the fhades of papal night,* 
(Ne’er may they fadden Britith fkies again ‘) 
And {tern Oppreilion, with his iron arm, 
And Slav’ry, howling with her broken chain. 


KLIN 
i An excellent ballad of the mercer’s fon of Midhurit, 
and the cloathier’s daughter of (Guilford. 


To the tune of Dainty come to Mies 


ia HERE was a wealthy man, 
In Suffex he did dwell, 
A mercer by his trade, 
As many yet can tell: 
He had a youthful fon, 
Whom fancy did fo moves 
He cried night and day, 
Alack, I die for,love. 


* Milton’s Paradife Loft, book IV, 


Alack, 
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Alack I die for love, 
Beauty difdaineth me, 
The cloathier’s daughter dear 
Works my calamity : io fabs 
She hath my heart in hold, 
That did moft cruel prove, 
Thus cried he night and day, 
Alack, I die for love. 


iioeeethictnansircrsnemmateattac ter ticsiicnri cream eatin is 


Alack, I die for love, 
Fortune fo fore doth frown, | ig 

The jewel of my heart 
Dwelleth in Guilford towns : 

There lives the lamp of life, Hi 
For whom this pain I proyes 

Fair Phillis pitty me, i 
Alack, I die for love. ie 


Alack, I die for love, ' e. 
And can no comfort find, 

The cloathier’s daughter «dear, / 
Beareth too high a mind ; » 

Sweet beuties paragon, ; 
Fair Venus filver dove, 

Fair Phillis pitty me, 

Alack, I die for love. 
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Alack I die for love, 
Whilf thou doft laugh and-fmile, 
Let not thy pleafure be 
True loye-for to beguile : 
My life lies in your hand, 
Then as it doth behove, 
Slay not the mercer’s fon, 


Alack, I die for love. 


Tf that my beauty bright 
Doth grieve thy heart -¢quoth fhe} 
Then let the mercer’s fon 
Turn ftill his face from mé : 
I do no man difdain, 
Nor can I cruel prove, 
My heart muft full fay nay 
Where my -heart cannot love. 


Where my heart cannot love, 
Lovers all muft I fhun, 
The cloathier’s daughter. thus 
Anfwered.the mercer’s fon: 
i bear no lofty mind, 
Yet pitty cannot move 
My mind to fancy him, 


Where my heart cannot love. 


a 


Where my heart cannot love, 
I mutt his love deny, 
Although I laugh and imile, 
Yet falfhood.I defie : 
Thou art too fond a man 
Life danger thus to prove, 
W711 not wed, good friend John, 
Where my heart cannot love. 


What good can there befall, 

To that new married wife, 
‘Where goods and wealth is {mall, 
Want caudeth deadly firife: 

“But where wealth is at will, 
Experience oft doth prove, 

Though love at firft is fmall, 
Yet goods increafeth love. 


Yet goods increafeth love, 
And I will never wed, 
But where the:key of gold 
Opens the door to bed: 
For fhe may merry be, 
What chance foever hap, 
Where bags of money comes 
Tumbling within her lap. 
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Tumbling within her lap, 
Whilf fhe her gold doth tell, 
With fuch a hufband, fir, 
I do delight to dwell: 
Were he young, were he old, 
-Deform’d or fair in fhow, 
My pleafure ftill fhould be, 
~ Where pleafure fill doth flow. 


Where pleafure ftill doth flow, 
Is that your mind (quoth he) 
My father will beftow | 
As much as comes to-thee: 
Hadft thou five hundred pound, 
Five hundred more befide, 
My father will beftow, 
If thou wilt be my bride. 


If thou wilt be my bride, 
Thus much I underftand ; 
My father will give me 
His houfe and eke his land’: 
So while that he doth live, 
With us he may remain, 
What fays my heait’s delight, 
Is this a bargain plain ? 


This is a bargain plain, 
(Quoth fhe) Iam content, 
So he perform this thing 
I give thee my confent, 
And I will merry be, 
3 My mind fhall not remove, 
Thou fhalt be my -fweet-heart, 
I’ll be thy ‘own true tove. 


I'll be thy own true love, 
Then make no more delay - 
I greatly long to fee 
Our marriage happy day. 
To Midhurft in all hafte 
Goeth the mercer’s fon, 
He told his father dear, 
His true love he had won, 


The old man heating this, 
Conveyed out of hand, 
Affurance to his fon, 
Of all his houfe and land, 
When he had done this deed, 
He wept moft bitterly, 
Saying, my deareft fon, 
Thou ntuft be goed to me ; 


Vow. IE, s 


OLD BALLADS, 


Well 


suk GBD RAG Hae SS 


gy 


Well worth two hundred pounds 
This morning was I known, 
But the cloaths of my back 
Now nothing is my own: 
And all this 1 have done 
Dear fon, to pleafure thee, 
Think on thy father’s love, 
And deal thou well with mee 


Dear father, (quoth the fon) 
If I do not do fo, 
God pour upon my head, 
Hot vengeance, grief and woe. 
The young man wedded was 
To his fair lovely bride, 
But wondrous grief and woe 


Therefore there did betide. 


As after you fhall hear, 

In the old man’s complaint, 
A tale of greater grief 

Cannot your heart attainté 
A warning by this thing 

All men may underftand, 
Left they do come to live 
Under their children’s hand. 
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A mott notable example of an ungraciqus fon, who ifi 
pride of his heart denyed his own father, and how | 
God for his offence turned his meat to loathfome i 
toads. | 


To the tune of Lord Derbys 


In fearching famous chronicles, ee 
It was. my chance to read, V4 
A worthy ftory ftrange and true, 
Whereto I took good heed: 
Betwixt a father and a fon, ye 
_ This rare example ands, | J Se 
Which well inay move the hardeft hearts \ 
To weep and wring their hands. 


A fariner in the country liv’d, . 
Whofe fubftance did excel, ae 

He fent, therefore, his eldeft fon, 7 beg 
In Paris for to dwell. ea 

Where he became a merchant man, i 
And traffick great he ufed,, 

So that he was exceeding rich, 


Till he himfelf abufed ; : ba bg | 
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For having now the world at will, 
His mind was fully bent 

To gaming, wine, and wantonneds, . 
Till all his goods were fpent : 

Vet through exceffive rioutnefs, 
By him was fhewed forth, 

That he was three times more in debt, 
Than all-his wealth was worth. 


At length his credit was quite crackt, 
And he in prifon caft, 

And every man againft him then 
Did fet his action fat: 

Then he lay lockt in irons ftrong, 
For ever and for aye, 

Unable while his life did laft, 
This grievous debt to pay. 


And living in this woful cafe, 
His eyes with tears he fpent, 
The lewdnefs of his former life 
Too late he did repent : 
And being void of all relief, 
Of help and comfort quite, 
Unto his father at the laft, 
He thus began to writes - 
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Bow down awhile your heedful ear, 
My loving father dear, 
And grant, I pray, in gracious fort, 
My piteous plaint to hear ; 
Forgive the fou! offences all 
Of your unworthy fon ; 
Which, through the lewdnefs of his life, 
Hath now himfelf undone : 


O my good father, take remorfe, ie 
On this my extream need, La oy 
And fuccour his diftreffed cafe, ie 
Whofe heart for woe doth bleed : 
in direful dungeon here I lye, 
My feet in fetters faft, 
Where my moft cruel creditors 
In prifon have me caft, | i 


Let pitty, therefore, pierce your breaft, 
And mercy move your mind, 

And to relieve my mifery, 
Some fhift, dear father, find: 

My chiefeft chear is bread full brown, 
The boards my fofteft bed, 

And flinty ftones my pillows ferve, oe 
To reft my troubled head. | ; 4 | 
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My -garments are all worn to rags, 
My body flarves with cold, 

And creeping vermin eat my flefh, 
Moft grievous to behold: 

Dear father, come therefore with fpeed, 
And rid me out of thrall, 

And let me not in prifon dye, 


Sith for your help I call. 


fee The good old man no fooner had 
i Perus’d this written fcroul, 

aM But trickling tears along his cheeks 

my i Moft plenteoufly did rowl : 

. | Alas my fon, my fon, quoth he, 

Pm a ! In whom I joyed moft, 

4 hou fhalt not long in prifon lye, 
Whatever it may coft, 


Two hundred head of well-fed beaft, 
He changed into gold, 

Ca Four hundred quarters of good.corn, 

< % For filver eke he fold : 

yh But all the fame could not fuffice, 
This hainous fact to pay, 

Till at the laft conftrained was, 

To fell his land away. 


OLD BALLADS. 


od 


Then was his fon releafed quite, 
His debt difcharged clean, 

And he as like and well to live, 
As he before had been : 

Then, when his loving father dear, 
Who, for to help his fon, 

Had fold his living quite away, 
And eke himfelf undone : 


So that he lived poor and bare, 
And in fuch extream need, 
That many times he wanted food, 
His hungry corps to feed. 
His fon, meantime, in wealth did grow, 
Whofe fubftance now was fuch, 
That fure within the city then, 
Few men were found fo rich, 


But as his goods did ftill increafe, 
And riches it did flide, 

So more and more his hardened heart 
Did fwell in hateful pride. 

it fell out upon a time, 
When ten years woe was patt, 

Unto his fon he did repair, 

For fome relief at latt, 
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And being come unto his houfe, 
In very poor array, 

_It chanced fo that with his fon 
Great ftore fhould dine that day. 

The poor old man with hat in hand, 
Did then the porter pray, 

To fhew his fon, that at the gate 
His father there did ftay. 


Whereat this proud difdainful wretch, 
With taunting fpeeches faid, 

That long ago his father’s bones 
Within the grave was laid; 

What rafcal, then, is this? quoth he, 
That ftaineth thus my flate, 

I charge thee, porter, prefently, 
To drive him from my gate. 


Which anfwer when the old man heard, 
He was in mind difmay’d, 

He wept, he wail’d, and wrung his hands, 
And thus at length he faid: 

© curfed wretch, and moft unkind, 
And worker of my woe, 

Thou montter of humanity, 

And eke thy father’s foe. 


Fave I been careful of thy cafe, 
Maintaining ftill thy ftate, 

And doft thou now moft doggedly 
Enforce me from thy gate ? 

And have I wrong’d thy brethren all, 
From thrall to fet thee free, 

And brought myfelf to beggar’s ftate, 
And all to fuccour thee ! 


Woe worth the time that firft of alf 
Thy body I efpy’d, 

Which hath, in hardnefs of thy heart. 
Thy father’s face deny’d. 

But now behold, how God that time 
Did fhew a wonder great, 

Then, when his fon and all his friends 
Were fitting down at meat: 
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For when the faireft pye was cut, 
A ftrange and dreadful cafe, 

Mott ugly toads came crawling ont, 
And leaped in his face : 

Then did this wretch his fault confefs, 
And for his father fent, 

And for his great ingratitude, 

Full fore he did repent. 
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All vertuous children, learn by this, 
Obedient hearts to fhew, 

And honour ftill your parents dear, 
For God commanded fo. 

And think how he did turn his meat 
‘To poyfonous toads indeed, 

Which did his father’s face deny, 
Becaufe he ftood in need, © 


XLVI, 


HENRY AND CATHERINE, 


Mr. Bifbop has publifbed an excellent Latin tranfy 
lation of this ballad, — Vide Feria Poetice, five Car- 
mina Anglicana, Elegiact plerumgue Argumenti Latine 
veddita @ Sam. Bifbop. Quarto edits, Loud. 1708. 


IW antiente times in Britain’s ifle 
Lord Henrie was well. knowne ; 

No knight was in his day more fam’d, 
Nor more deferv’d renowne ; 

His thoughts on honoure always ranne 5 
He never bow’d to love ; 

No ladie in the lande had charmes, 
His frozen heart to move. 
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Midit all the nymphs where Catherine wente, 
The faireft face fhe fhowes ; 
She was as brighte as morning funne ; 
And fweet as any rofe. 
Altho’ fhe was of lowe degree, 
She ftill did conqueftes gaine ; 
For fcarce a youth who her behelde, 
Efcap’d her pow’rfulle chaine : 


But foone her eys their luftre tof, 


Her cheekes grew pale and wan ; 
For pininge feiz’d her beauteous face, : 
And every grace was gone: 
This fickneffe was to all unknowne; 
Thus did the fair one wafte 
Her time in fighs, and floodes of tears, : | 
Or broken flumbers patte. , 


Once in a dreame fhe called aloude, 


“'O! Henry! I’me undone! 1? 
*“ O cruel fate! O helpleffe maide! 4 
“6 My love can ne’er be knowne. | 


‘¢ But ’tis the fate of woman kinde 

‘© The truth we muft conceale ; 
‘* Til die ten thoufande thoufande deathes, 
** Ere I my love reveale.” 
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A tender friend-who watch’d the fair, 
To Henrie hied away: 
& My lorde, fhe cries, we’ve found the eaufe 
«¢ Of Catherine’s quicke decay. 
€¢ She in a dreame the fecret tolde, 
¢¢ Fill now no mortal knew ; 
6 Alas! fhe now expiring lies, 
¢ And dies for love of you.” 


The gentle Henrie’s foul was ftrucke, 
His hearte began to flame ; 
« ©! poor unhappy maid,” he cried! 
“© Yet am I not to blame, 
“ ©! Catherine! too, too modeft maid ; 
«6 Thy love I never knewe, 
«© Fil eafe thy paine.’’ — As fwifte as winde, 
To her bedfide he flewe. 


“© Awake, he cried, thou lovely maid, 

“+ Awake, awake, my dear! 
« Tf I had only gueft thy love, | 

‘© 'Fhou hadit not fhedde a tear. 
«6 >Tis Wenrie calls ; defpair no more ; 

«© Kenew thy wonted charmes ; ; 
~- #’m come to call thee back from deathe, 
*6 And take thee to my arms.” 
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That word reviv’d the lifeleffe maide, 
She rais’d her drooping head, 

And fmiling on her long-lov’d lorde, 
She ftarted from the bed ; 

Her armes about his neck fhe flung, 
in extacy fhe cried, 

«¢ Will you be kind? Will you indeede ? 
‘6 Oh! love !?? ———— And fo fhe died. 


XLVII. 
THE MAD SHEPHERDESS. J 


The following ballad was originally fung in a play A 
called the Rivals, by Mrs. Davis, which King Charles f 
the Second hearing, be was fo pleafed, that be took ber 
off the flage, and had a daughter by her, who was ie 
named Mary Tudor, and was married to Francis Lord 
Radcliffe, afterwards Earl of Derweutwater. 4 


My lodging it is on the cold ground, | \ 
and very hard-is my fare ; q 
But that which troubles me moft is 
the unkindnefs of my dear ; 
Yet full I cry, O turn love, 
and I prethee love turn to me, 
For thou art the man that I long for, i 
and alack what remedy 
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Dll crown thee with a garland of ftraw theriy 
and I’}1 marry thee with a ruth ring; 

My frozen hopes fhall thaw then; 
and merrily we will fing : 

© turn to mé my dear love, 
And I prethee love turn to mej 

For thou art the man that alene canft 
procure my liberty. 


But if thou wilt harden thy heart fill; 
and be deaf to my pittyful moan, 
Then I muft endure the {mart {till, 
and tumble in ftraw all alone ; 
Yet fill I cry, O turn love, 
and f prethee love turn to me, 
For thou art the man that alone ar$ 
the caufe of my miery. 


Celadon 


OLD BALLADS, 


XLVEII: 
GCRIWEPONo AND” 2 Y DLA, 


By Mrs. Robinfor. 
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SECLUDED from the world’s ignoble ftrifes 
By ftorms unruffled, and unknown to care; 
Fair Lydia pafs’d a folitary life, 
Stranger to poverty and fad defpair. 


One noifelefs tenor of ferene repofe 


Her bofom own’d, from pain and trouble free ; . 
She never fought ambition’s gilded woes, i 
Content to follow nature’s foft decree. 


Foe to deceit — truth only was her guide, 

From virtue’s laws fhe never learnt to roves’ 
Each fhepherd’s wonder, and the village pride, 
Nob fwain beheld her and forbore to love. 
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Her form was frefher than the new-blown flow’r; 
No borrow’d artifice her charms conceal’d, 

UWnconfcious of her beauty’s matchlefs power, 
She knew no with that might not be reveal’d. 


Young Celadon, the pride of *#*##* pJain, 
Whofe untaught bofom fcorn’d deceit or art, 
ie For blooming Lydia own’d a faithful flame, 
Be And prov’d the feelings of a gen’rous heart. 


i Each fhar’d the grief or joy the other prov’d, 

| Their hearts were one ; their wifhes were the fame 3 
In calm ferenity they meekly mov’d, 

ae a Nor barter’d {weet content for glitt’ring fame. 


But fate, unfriendly to their matchlefs truth, 
With envious eye beheld their foft repofe, 

Repell’d the tranfports of their early youth, 
And plung’d them in a fea-of. endlefs woes. 


By the green margin of a neighb’ring wood, 
Adorn’d on every fide with verdant fields, 

Near their kind cot a ftately manfion ftood, 
Replete with every gem that nature yields. 


Its fair inhabitant, whofe bounteous hand, 
Thro’ the wide country largely fpread her fame, 

Whoie virtues echoed thro’ the diftant land, 

And every voice proclaim’d Celinda’s name. 
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Fach fhepherd ftrove the wealthy maid to pleafe, 
With all that art or nature could invent ; 

Thoughtlefs that gold could never purchafe eafe, 
Or gay magnificence infure content, 


Ambition Celadon’s foft bofom fires, 
_ He pants for luxury and all its woes ; 
No longer meek humility admires, 
But Lydia’s artlefs love, and peace foregoes. 


To pleafé Celinda now he tunes his lays, 
fend weaves the garland of ambrofial flowers 5 
At her fair fhrine’ he conttant tribute pays, 
To her alone devotes the fleeting hours. 


But who can paint the pangs in Lydia’s breaft, 
Where every racking conflict was combin’d ; 
Her tender bofom was no more at reft, 
And melancholy prey’d upon her mind. 


No more fhe cherithes fleep’s balmy hour, 
No more the feels the joy of foft repofe ; 
She breathes her anguifh in the rofeate bower, 


And to the murmuring ftream reveals her woes, - 


Oft by the moon’s pale luftre was fhe feen, 
In penfive mood upon the dewy lawn, 

Or wand’ring lonely in the midnight fcene, 
Or proftrate low beneath the filver thorn. 
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Pale was her cheek, — once like the rofe’s hue ; 
Jer eyes no more could boaft their wonted pow’r; 
The trickling tear fat like the pearly dew, 
When op’ning morn reveals the May-born flow’ re 
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ie) But Celadon, unmindful of her pain, 
Unmindful of that form he once ador’d, 
With calm indifference heard her complain, 


Nor would one tender pitying figh atford. 
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Be Till by the filver moon’s pale trembling light, 
| She fought a neighbouring current’s limpid tide g 
When all was wrapt in folitary night, 

And cheering hope her golden ray deny’d. 
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Hi All penfive on the margin as fhe ftood, 
i Contending paifions tear her woe-fraught breaft ; 
With tearful eye fhe gazes on the flood, 
With longing eagernefs fhe pants for reft. 


Re | Forewel, fhe cry’d, — Farewel, ungrateful youth, 
Thy plighted conftancy, and form divine ; 

I foon fhall quit thy broken vows of truth, 
And alf thy once-lov’d beauties now refigne 


May all thy moments glide in foft repofe, 
And may each hour fome new-born pleafures prove, 3 

Unmindful of fad Lydia’s poignant woes, 

Unmindful of her fond, her artlefs love. 
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And may Celinda ever keep that heart 

Which I fo dearly priz’d. Ah, lucklefs maid ! 
And may fhe never feel that killing fmart, 

Which rends the breaft by broken vows betray’d. 


The love-taught notes {weet echo foon conveys, 
To an adjacent hermit’s lonely cell, 

Where heav’n-born peace her conftant tribute payss 
And folitude ferene delights to dwell. 


The aged fire dire€ts his weary feet 


To the dark {pot where hopelefs Lydia flood : 
And bids her follow to his calm retreat, 


Secure retirement for the juft and good. 


There, hid obfcure, a few long tedious days, 
She bid the world and all its cares adieu ; 
At length, by grief opprefs’d, the gladly pays 
That awful tribute which to nature’s due, 


Hard by his cell he laid her faded form, 
And bath’d the turf with many a tender tear ; 
Renew’d the pious tafk each op’ning morn, 
And deck’d with faireft flow’rs her fable biers 
But heav’n, for ever to the injur’d juft, 
Too Celadon reveal’d its mighty pow’r ; 
Humbled his bofom to its native cuft, 
And fhorten’d luxury’s. uncertain hour, 
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Chill penury, and yellow pining care, 
Blafted his hopés in ore ill-fated day ; 
Reduc’d him to a ‘ftate of black defpair, 
And banifh’d from his breaft hope’s cheering ray. 


| i For when Celinda heard thie fwains relate, 
In mournful ftrains and fighs of heart-felt grief, 
Of Lydia’s conftant love, and haplefs fate, 
Her generous confidence, and fond belief; 


47 


No more, fhe cry’d, fhall Celadon receive 
One partial glance from thefe deluded eyes ; 

For the hard wretch deferves not e’en to live, 
Who to diftrefs the pitying tear denies. 


In the receffes of a cavern deep, 
Clad in a pious hermit’s fable veft, 
Thither he liv’d, in folittide to weep; 
And breathe the anguifh of his tortur’d bieaft, 


Of late he wander’d from his dreary cave, 
In the lone moments of departing day : 
And o’er his once-low’d Lydia’s ruftic grave, 

In mournful numbers figh’d his foul away 


Remember that benevolence is due, 

E’en to the meane{t animal that lives ; 
Heav’n’s fure to recompentfe the gen’rous few 
Who te the wretched mild compaffion gives. 
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Till the warm ftream which animates my heart 
Shall {top its current, and forbear to flow. 
Teach me, ye pow’rs, foft pity to impart, 
And footh the tumults of opprefled woe, 


XLIX. 


CADWALLO AND ELMIRA* 


T HE thorn, fill fpringing with the flow’, 
Is feen in blytheft May ; 

And oft, too oft, a gloomy hour 
O’ercafts the brighteft day. 


Sweet was Elmira, peerlefs maid! 
As op’ning fpring that blows ; 

And on her cheek were bright difplay’d 
The lily and the role, 


% Printed in the year 1774, in the name of Dr, Gold{mith, 
pat probably not written by him. 
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Of mighty chiefs, of noble race, 
Full many a love had the ; 

But, till fhe view’d Cadwallo’s face, 
Her virgin heart was free, 


Faireft of all the Saxon train, 
The nymphs Elmira crown’d ; 
And firft of Britain’s valiant ftrain 

Was fam’d Cadwallo found. 


*Twas ina fad and lucklefs hour 
That dire contention rofe, 

And call’d to arms the Britith pow’r, 
And made the Saxons foes. 


With fteely fquadrons fhining bright, 
While Medway’s fhore appears, 

Cadwallo thro’ the fhades of night 
His lov’d Elmira bears. 


When as a cruel hoftile band 
Their bootlefs flight purfu’d ; 

Refign’d to heav’ns almighty hand, 
They plung’d jnto the flood, 


The billows rofe, the winds blew high; 
And chang’d its peaceful form ; 

While hover’d o’er with difmal cry, 

The fpirit of the ftorm, 
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Fat off the elemental ftrife 
The weak Elmira bore : 

And caft Cadwallo, loathing life, 
Upon the naked fhore. 


The Britons thefe afford relief, 
But footh the youth in vain ; 

A prey to heart-corroding grief, 
He quits the friendly train. 


Nor arms amongft the martial hoff, 
The mourning chieftain bears ; 
But fighing for Elmira loft, 
To gloomy fhades repairs. 


No hermit of the lonely cell 
From lofty thoughts more free, 
Nor faints with folitude who dwell, 
Were more reclufe than he. 


And oft times by the bubbling brook 
Contemplative he lay, 

And por’d upon fome ancient book, 
Or figh’d the hours away. 


Now twice fix times her blunted horns 
The waning moon renew’d, 

And the glad earth the fweet returns 
Of varying feafons view’d, 


co a Sa EN MEM, ORR 


Ss ta Se he % 


a 


When, 


296 


OLD BALLADS, 


When, as at noon, the fun blaz’d high, 
Clofe ftanding by his fide, . 
With penfive air, and down-caft eye, 
A comely youth he fpy’d. 


And though he wont from human face 

To fly with wild amaze, 
6 | Charm’d with fome {trange and unknown grace, 
ah) He ftopp’d a while to gaze. 


“ What mak’ft thou here, O youth,”’ he faid, 
‘* Where forrow fecks repofe ? a 

| é¢ Art thou by faithlefs friends betray’d, 

we | *¢ Or fly’ft from foreign foes ? 


*¢ Or for fome maid with love and truth, 
“¢ Say, dott thou figh in vain >” 

While thus he’fpoke, the fainting youth | 
Sunk proftrate on the plain. 


His needfal aid he haftes to give, 
"And opes the tighten’d vett ; . 
When Zephyr bade the fair revive, 

Elmira rofe confeft. 


?Twas fhe! in more than wonted charms, 
By rip’ning Time array’d, 
And finking in his circling arms, 
Cadwallo clafps the maid, 
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Sav’d from the ftorm by cruel friends, 
Foes to the man fhe lov’d, 

Her courfe thro’ circling guards fhe bends, 
And thys her faith approv’d. . 


To-day fhe ftands in man’s attire, 
- Fatt by Cadwallo’s fide ; | 
‘To-morrow, with a lover’s fire, 
He clafps his blooming bride. 


L. 
THE PROPHECY OF QUEEN EMMA, 
Said to be written by Mr. Mickle, the very ingenious 


tranflator of the Lufiad, author of Almada Hill, an 
excellent poem, (Sc. (Fc. 


° 


O "ER the hills of Cheviot beaming, 
Rofe the filver dawn of May ; 

Hoftile {pears and helmets gleaming, 

~ Swell’d along the mountains gray. 
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Edwin’s warlike horn refounded 
Thro’ the winding dales below, 

And the echoing hills rebounded 
The defiance of the foe. 


O’er the downs like torrents pouring, 
Edwin’s horfemen rufh’d along ; 

From the hills like tempefts louring, 
Slowly march’d ftern Edgar’s throng. 


Spear to fpear was now portended, 
And the yew bows half were draw, 


When the female {cream afcended, 


Shrilling o’er the crouded lawn, 


While her virgins round her weeping, 
Wav’d aloft their {nowy hands, 

From the wood queen Emma fhrieking, 
Ran between the dreadful bands, 


Oh, my fons, what rage infernal 

3 9 5 

Bids you grafp th’ unhallow’d fpear; 
Heav’n detefts the war fraternal ; 

Oh, the impious ftrife forbear! 


Ah, how mild and fweetly tender 
Flow’d your peaceful early days ! 

Each was then of each defender, 

Each of cach the pride and priife, 
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© my firft-born Edwin, foften, 
Nor invade thy brother’s right; 

©), my Edgar, think how often 
Edwin dar’d for thee the fight. 


Edgar, fhall thy impious fury 

_ Dare thy guardian to the field! 

O, my fons, let peace allure ye ; 
Thy ftern claims,.O Edwin, yield. 


dah, what fight of horror waving, 
Sullen Edgar, clouds thy rear! | 
Bring’ft thou Denmark’s banners, braving 
Thy infulted brother’s fpear ? | 


Ah, bethink how thro’ thy regions 
Midnight horror fearful howl’d ; aq 
When, like wolves, the Danith legions 
Thro’ thy trembling forefts prowl’d. 


When, unable of refiftance, 
Denmark’s lance thy bofom gor’d —— 
And fhall Edwin’s brave affiftance 
Be repaid with Denmark’s fword ! 


With that fword fhalt thou affail him, | 
From whofe point he fet thee free, | 

While his warlike finews fail him, 

Weak with lofs of blood for thee! 
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Oh, my Edwin, timely hearken, 
And thy {tern refolves forbear ! 
Shall revenge thy councils darken, 


Oh, my Edgar, drop the fpear ! 


Wifdom tells, and Juftice offers, 
‘How each wound may yet be balm’d; 
O, revere thefe holy proffers, 
Let the ftorms of hell be calm’d. 


Oh, my fons — But all her forrows 
Fir’d their impious rage the more : 
From the bow-ftrings {prung the arrows ; 

Soon the valleys reekt with gore. 


Shrieking wild, with horror fhivering, 
Fled the queen all ftain’d with blood, 

In her purpled bofom quivering, 
Deep a feather’d arrow ftood, 


Up the mountain the afcended, 
Fierce as mounts the flame in air ; 

And her hands, to heav’n extended, 
Scatter’d her uprooted hair. 


Ah, my fons, how impious, cover’d 
With each other’s blood, fhe cried ; 

While the eagles round her hover’d, 

And wild {cream for {cream replied — 
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From that blood around you ftreaming, 
Turn, my fons, your vengeful eyes ; 
See what horrors o’er you ftreaming, 


Mutter round th’ offended fkies. 


See what burning fpears portended, 
Couch’d by fire-ey’d {pectres glare, 

Circling round you both, fufpended 
On the trembling threads of air! 


O’er you both Heav’n’s lightning vollies, 
Wither’d is your ftrength ev’n now ; 
Idly weeping o’er your follies, 
Soon your heads fhali lowly bow. 


Soon the Dane, the Scot, and Norman 
O’er your dales fhall havoc pour, 
Every hold and city ftorming, 
Every herd and field devour. 


Ha, what fignal new arifing 
Thro’ the dreadful group prevails ! 
*Tis the hand of Juftice poifing 
High aloft th’ eternal fcales. 


Loaded with thy bafe alliance, 

Rage and rancour all extreme, 
Faith and honour’s foul defiance, 
Thine, O Edgar, kicks the beam! 
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Opening mild and blue, reverfing 
O’er thy brother’s wafted hills, 
See the murky clouds difperfing, 


And the fertile thow’r diftils. 


But o’er thy devoted valleys 
Blacker { {fpreads the angry tky ; 
Thro’ the gloom pale Mghining fatlies, 


Diftant thunders groan and die, 


pore caflles waving, 
Fed i hell and magic pow’r, 
Venmark tow’rs on high her raven, 
Hatch’d in Freedom’s mortal hour. 


* Curfed be the day detefted, 

** Curfed be the fraud profound, 
When on Denmark’s fpear we refted,” 
Thro’ thy ftreets fhall loud refound. 


‘To thy brother fad imploring, 
Now I fce thee tura thine eyes 4 
Hah, in fettled darknefs louring, 
Now no more the vifions rife! 
But thy ranc’rous foul defcending 
To thy fons from age to age, 
Province then from province rending, 
War on war {hall bleed and rage. 
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This thy freedom proudly boafted, 
Haplefs Edgar, loud fhe cried ——~ 

With her wounds and woes exhautted, 
Down on earth fhe funk and died, 
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THE DEATH OF EARL OSWALD, | 


Fa R fhelter’d in a woody vale, | 
Clofe by a babbling flood, : 

For heav’nly contemplation meet, | 
A lonely cottage ftood. 


Brave Ofwald, Scotia’s warlike lord, . 
Unvanquith’d in defeat, 
From. all the horrid pomp of wa j 


‘There whilom fought retreat. 


Not love of philofophic lore 
Reftrain’d the hero’s rage ; 3 
Nor yet on want, or fecret dread, 


« . q 
Or impotential age. 
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"Twas Lydia? s matchlefs charms that found 
With paffion meek to. move 

His breaft, w hich dar’d full well to fight, 


Yet knew as well to Jove. . 


Such beauteous bloom as crowns the May 
When vernal mornings break; 
Suffufing fpread its orient blufh, 
To tinge her damafk check. 


Long had the neighb’ring hamlets rung 
With praifes of the fair; : 

Her charms had fill’d each fwain with love, 
Each maiden with defpair. 

Earl Ofwald long had caught each tale, 
The love-lorn lover he ; 

At length in admiration vow’d 
The lovely maid to fee. 


The maid, in whom the Graces vied, j 
The lily and the rofe ; . ‘teh 
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And from whofe mind benignly bright». .*.>= 
Shone forth ferene repofe. 


Leaving the foldier’s rugged life, 
He feeret fought the vale ; 

Where center’d all his future views 
Of happinefs or wail. ey 


2 Let 


mS Me % oe me ee : BLS SS QRS NS ~ « ws 


ee See 


OLD BALLADS 


Let not th’ impetuous warrior fpurn, 
Or deem the earl to blame ; 

The hope that makes their fut ty blaze, 
Gave ardour to his flames 


His pilgrim feet with weary tread 
Now reach’d the long-fought place ; a 
Where, in a fhepherd’s friendly guife, | il 
He veil’d his royal races 


Tending his flock with ceafelefs care, 
Beneath th’umbrageous grove $ 

By kindly acts he often found 
To recommend his love. | 
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His kindly acts befpoke him well, 
To pleafe the gentle maid; 4 
Who in a virgin’s foul-fraught figh : o 
His inanly warmth repaid. 
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“But fure a virgin’s fighs too: dear, 
When blifs in love was woe; 
Too dear th’ extatic joy is bought, 
When fortune proves a foes _ 
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As to th’ accuftom’d place they roam'd, 
All on a- fatal day, 

Northumbria’s troops, a warlike band, 
Swift came a crofling way. 
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With favage rage they {trove to tear 
The maiden from his breaft ; 

His warlike arm thrice forc’d the band, 
He funk in endlefs reff. ; 


She fcream’d aloud — the damps of death 
Quick mantling o’er her cheek ; 

I come, my long-lov’d friend, I come, 
Nor more could ever fpeak. 


Lil. 


Elfrida and Sir James of Perth. 


WHERE Scone difplays its. mofs-crown’d tow’rs, 
That rife in folemn pride ; . 

Where Tay in many a winding maze, 
Condutts his limpid tide, 


There liv’d a valiant hardy knight, 
A knight of mickle fame, 

The braveft of the northern chiefs, 

Sir James of Perth his name, 
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Scarce twenty years had pour'd their bloom 
Upon his youthful face ; 

His perfon was full meet to view, 
Adorn’d with ev’ry grace, 
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Whene’er he led his dauntlefs clan, 
Some rebel to confound, 

His glitt’ring blade mow’d down whole ranks, 
And dealt deftruction round. 


Each vallant chief, and wealthy laird : 
To gain his friendfhip ftrove ; y 

Each tyrant trembled at his name, 
Except that tyrant Love. 


For long he woo’d a tender ae 
Elfrida of the vale, 

An equal flame the lafs betray’d, 
And heard his am’rous tale. 


A piercing glance her eyes did fhoot, ' 


And ev’ry heart engrofs ; | | 
Full many a lover hopelefs figh’d, 
And eke Sir John of Rofs. 


Fis mind by fordid av’rice rul’d, 
No virtue e’er confefs’d, : 
Whilft ev’ry vice that blackens man, 4 
Reign’d lawlefs in his breaft. 
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Oft did Sir John his paffion urge, 
But fix’d the maid remain’d ; 

For Perth fhe kept her maiden vow, 
And plighted troth maintain’de . 


Fir'd with difdain his bofom glow’d, 
His eyes with choler bright 

Darted revenge: his foul employ’d 
To flay the rival knight. 


Elfrida’s page, by money lur’d, 
Her fecrets to unfold, 

In hafte repair’d to John of Rofs, 
And joyful tidings told. 


«© That young Elfrida, longing maid, 
Appoints to meet her love, 

When night begins to hold her fways 
And fplendid ftars to rove. , - 


Where yonder tuft of fir-trees rife, 
And lord it in the air, 
Sir James of Perth with, many a vow, 

Expects his blooming fair.” 


«¢ And will they meet (then Rofs abrupt) 
This meeting is their laft; 

If by my fword Perth doth not bleed, 

May heav’n my body blaft.’ 
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Ten of his hardy clan he chofe, 
Then plac’d them in the fhade ; 

And he himfelf with purpofe vile, 
In fecret ambuth laid. 


"Twas night: each whifpring breeze was hufh’d, 
The moon in argent robe, 

Diffuting glory on her throtie, 
Illum’d the glowing globe. 


Around the vatft etherial lamp, 
Unnumber’d luftres fhine ; 

The planets, tides of glory, blaz’d, 
And ftamp’d the hand divine. 


When lo! the wifh’d-for chief advane’d, 
Elate with joy his mind, 

His foul in tender thoughts diffolv’d, 
And all to love refign’d. 


Impatient of delay, Sir John 
Rufh’d forward from the fhade ; 

< Yield to our arms, thou dog of Perth, 
Renounce the peerlefs maid.” 


Swift from the fheath out flew the fword, 
That glitter’d at his fide, | 
6¢ Perdition feize me if I do,” 


The knight of Perth reply’d. 
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** I know thy voice, Sir Johnof Rofs, 
And you my wondrous might, 
When in the van at Flodden-field, 
I dar’d the bleeding fight. 


Now hand to hand let’s here engage, 
My fingle arm to thine, 

Or I fhall own thy hardy force, 
Or thou fhalt bow to mine, 


Think not, Elfrida, Pl refign 
Or tamely yield the prize, 

Vanifh the thought; for while I breathe, 
Pl live but in her eyes.” 


Struck with his fpeech, the knight of Rofs 
His temper’d falchion drew ; 

To aid their laird againft the youth, 
Sprung forth his fervile crew. 


But valiant Perth, by rage infpir’d, 
His blows with fury dealt, 

Till three, the braveft of his foes, 
The deadly weapon felt. 


Two more unluckly gallant-wights 
With crimfon dy’d his fword ; 

But till he fcorn’d ignoble blood, 
And thirfted for their Jord. 
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Whilft valour, dancing on his. blade, 
United force defy’d, 

Behind him vilely ftepp’d Sir fohn, 
And pierc’d him in the fide. 


Fir’d with the bafe unmanly deed, 
Tho’ rack’d with deadly pain, . 
The youth attack’d the chief of Rofs, . 
And ftretch’d him on the plain. 


The purple gore rufh’d out apace, 
And Rofs extended fell ; i" 
His men, by favour of the night, 


Efcap’d the hoftile fteel, . 


"The victor, faint with lofs of blood, 
His knees no more fuftain ; 
He dimly eyes the varied light, | 
Then finks upon the plain. 


Now arm’d with fmiles Elfrida parts, 
To meet her inmoft foul, . 
Her paffions burn, her tender flames i 
With rapid fury roll. ) 


The feene of death at length fhe reach’d, 
And trembled at the view, 

She fhudder’d at the ftreams af blood, | 
And pale with horror grew. 4 
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Too foon fhe kenn?d the difmal news, 
Too foon perceiv'd the fray ; 

Her foul with inward horror bled, 
And all diffoly’d away, 


Each lifelefs corps fhe duly fcann’d, 
At each fhe forely figh?d : 

At laft the faw Sir James of Perth, 
And Rofs adorn’d his fide. 


** One parting look, ere veil’d in clouds 
You fill the arms of Death ; 

Your lov’d, once-lov’d Elfrida calls ; 
Regard her fuppliant breath.” 


The well-known voice awak’d the chief, 
Juft wing’d for endlefs night ; : 

The found he heard with Aree glee, 
And breath'd with new delight. 


Te op’d his eyes, which faintly fhone, 
And figh?d; he could no more : 
Whilft fair Elfrida beat her breaft, 


And plaited garments tore. 


Her difmal plaints, from woods and caves, 
And hills and rocks rebound, 

Whiilft Perth, the loft, lamented Perth; 
All nature’s works refound. 
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Baring her bofom, white as fhow, 
Elyfium heav’d confeft, 

Then fnatch’d his fword, yet warm with gore, 
And plung’d it in her breaft. 


*¢ And is it thus !” with many a tear, 
Exclaim’d the fair divine ; 

6 Not death fhall tear thee from my arms: 
Sir James, I will be thine.” 


Thus fell Elfrida, faireft flow’r 
That nature e’er brought forth ; 

Thus fell the Wallace of the age, 
The brave Sir James of. Perth. 
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Hume and Murray, or fair Rofatine’s efcape. 


STOUT Hume, he dwelt in fair Scottandy 
A worthy wight was he ; 

Whene’er he rais’d his burnifh’d brand, 
He caus'd his foes to flee. 


And yet he was in prime of youth, 
Of years fcant twenty-five ; 

In deeds of war, to fay the truth, 
He fear’d no man alive. 


Of years fcant twenty-five was he, 
And comely was his face ; 

His yellow locks, in ringlets free, 
Hung down his neck with grace. 
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Blue were his eyes, and ftreams of fire, 
When angry, from them came ; 
Not fo when urg’d*by foft defire, 


He woo'd the yielding dame. 


His cheeks were red, for health was there, 
And taught the blood to flow ; 

His limbs were ftrong, yet light as air 
He chac’d the bounding roe, 


Stout Hume to youthful Murray faid, 
My foul is fick with love ; | 
1’m vanquifh’d by an Englifh maid; | 
Thy faith I mean to prove, | 


Oft haft thou teld me, truit my aid, 
In any bold emprize ; 

Quoth Murray, what he once hath faid, | 
Accurs’d be who denies! 

The word which once I promis’d have, 
I ftrib.will keep to’death : 

Thou fhalt not frown upon my grave ; 
I’m thine while I have breath. 
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Then. faddle ftraight thy dapple fteed, 
And take thy bow in hand ; 

While I, to ferve in time of need, 

Gird on my trufty band. 
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And let us ftraight to Langley’s hafte, 
A churlifh knight, and bold; 

Fair Rofaline, his daughter chafte, 
Is fhe I long t’enfold. 


He is a knight of Percy’s train ; 
And when a hoftage there, 


I {trove fair Rofaline to gain, 
But he refus’d my pray’r. 


O Rofaline ! how paffing fair, 
How beautiful art thou! 
Like cluft’ring bloffoms waves thy hair 
at | Upon the fummer bough, 


Thy forehead mocks the mountain fnow, 
Thy hps the fearlet thread ; 

‘Thy cheeks, where blooming rofes grow, 
Is Cupid’s fragrant bed. 


at In her fweet eyes his form he fhrouds, 

| And whets his darts of war ; 

Her eyebrows are the heav’nly clouds 
Whence breaks the morning ftar. 


Her teeth the iv’ry laugh to feorn, 
Her neck the chryftal clear, 

Thro’ which, in azure channels borne, 

The ftreams of life appear. 
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The down of whiteft fwans “twere thame 
To fay her breaft exceeds ; 
‘ Its {welling orbs the tender flame 
Of love and virtue feeds, 


Why fit we here, quoth Murray, then, 
Aad fpend our time in words ? 

Let us together call our men, ik 
And bid them take their fwords. | 


Nay, Murray, nay, but thou and I 
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Muit do this deed alone ; | 
Let us, brave Murray anfwered, fly, q 
The deed it fhall be done. 


Sh 


‘es 
ty 


aati atin ied 


Each mounted then his dapple fteed, 
They left the Scottifh ftrand ; 

Thro’ Langley’s wood they now proceed, | 
In fair Northumberland. 


They reach’d the gate at morning tide, 
The gate of Langley place; 

When thro’ a window Rofaline fpy’d 
Her ftately lover’s pace. 
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What light difpels the. morning gloom! 

*Tis fhe! my love! "tis fhe! 
Then to the ditch-fide hafted Hume, 
And lowly bent his knee. 
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With {peed fhe thre’ the window paft, 
And lit upon the ground ; 

While Hume he crofs’é the ditch with hafte, 
He did not ftay to found. 


He bore her down the bank fo fteep, 
He wanted not a guide ; 

He crofs’d the ditch, both wide and deep, 
And landed on t’other fide. 


They fpurr’d their dapple fteeds along, 
Their fteeds out-ftrip’d the wind ; 

And foon was Langley’s caftle ftrong 
Full many a mile behind. 


Langley awake! the porter cries, 
Your daughter is fled away ; 

She is fled with Hume ; arife! arife! 
Purfue without delay ! 


‘hen Langley call’d his four bold fons, 
As bold as bold could be; 

‘They fpur each fteed, which fwiftly runs, 
And fcours acrofs the lee. 


They fpur their fteeds with mickle might, 
Tull on a rifing hill, 

They fee the lovers full in fight, 

Yet onward prick they {titl. 
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They fee the lovers ford the Tweed, 
To whom thus Murray kind, 

Fly on, my friends, with treble {peed, 
While I remain behind. 


Nay, Heav’n forefend! brave Hume reply’d, 


That thou alone fhould’& ftand, 
Ill fix my feet thy feet befide, 
And meet yon hoftile band. 


Fly on, fly on, bold Murray cries, 
For know, unlefs I dream, 
-Unlefs my bow-ftring fail, or eyes, 
Not one fhall crofs the ftream. 


O, {pare my father’s valu’d life, 
Quoth Rofaline, with a figh ; 

O, {pare my breth’ren in the ftrife — 
Quoth Murray, none fhall die. 


‘The lovers fled——His bow he drew, 
And twang’d with utmoft force, 

The arrow from th’ elaftic yew 
Strait kill’d the foremoft horfe. 


Again he fhot, nor mifs’d his aim, 
Another horfe fell dead ; 


Three more fell flound’ring in the ftream, 


And then bold Murray fled. 
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He join’d the lovers#in their’ fight, 
The happy deed he told; 

ae Per cheeks warm:blufkes render bright, 
a Which fear before made cold. 


Bluthes of joy her cheeks adorn, 
Which Hume with rapture faw 3 

The prieft was called that’ bleffed mori, 
And fanétion’d love with law. 


1) But Langley and his fons with fhame, 
a if From out the water rife ;* 
i | On foot, and flower than he came, 
a To Percy now he hies. 


A boon, earl Perey, I requeft! 
What boon, faid Percy, then ? 

That all in glitt’ring armour dreit, 
Invade the Scottifh men. 


For Hume, that thief, hath ftole my. child, 
My pleafure and my pride ; 

He bore her thro’ ‘the marfhes -wild, 
With Murray by his fide. 


Who; as we crofs’d the Tweed, took aim, 
Moft like a traitor Scot, 

And all our horfes in the ftream 

With his fharp arrows fhot. 
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God’s blood! quoth Perey, wicked Cain 
To fteal thy Rofaline! 

Hath Hume thy bonny daughter-ta’en ? 
I would he had taken mine! 


For tho’ my foe, I love him well, 
And prize his martial fire ; 

Langley, in footh I fhall not meil, 
Would he could call me fire! 
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Love and grief, or the death of the Sutherlands. 


The following ballad is founded on Fach, and contains 
the very affecting flory of William Earl of Sutherland, 
end his counte/s. His lordfoip was the twenty-firf earl 
of Sutherland, and, betaking himfelf to a military life, 
was promoted to be a captain of foot. In the year 1750 
he fucceeded his father in title and eftate, and in 1769, 
avhen Britain was threatened with an invafion from 
france, he propofed to the minifiry to raife a regiment 
of bis own vaffals and followers, which was readily ace 
cepted of, and his lordfbip appointed lieutenant-colonel 
commandant. He compleated his regiment in lefs than 
two months, which continued in the Service till the peace 
was concluded, He was elected one of the fixteen Scotch 
peers to the Britifh parliament, in the room of the Mar- 
quis of Tweedale, deceafed, in March 1763. His Lord- 
Sip married in April, 17601, Mifs Mary Maxwell, 
eldeft 
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tldceft daugher of William Maxwell, of Refion, Efy. 
and having, in 176c, loft an only fon, they endeavoured 
ta difpel their grief by a journey to Bath, They had 
been there a few weeks only, when the earl was taben 
ell of a violent fever, during which time the counte/s 
devoted herfelf fo entirely to the care of her lord, that 
zt is afferted jhe attended him for twenty-one days and 
nights without ever leaving him or going to bed; and 
the apprehenfion of his danger fo afeded her Spirits and 
appetite, that her fomach refufed all fuftenance, and fhe 
died, perfectly worn out with fatigue and watching, the 
beginning of Fune, 1466, and his lord/bip a few days 
after. This moft amiable pair were an honour to no« 
bility; their conjugal love was even proverbial. It apa 
peared, from the infcriptions on their coffins, that the 
earl was only 31, the countefs 26, 


From Caledonia’s diftant bounds, 
Beyond the Murray firth, 

Where Scottifh men, with warlike founds 
Join dance, and fong, and mirth, 


There came the lord of Sutherland, 
A youth tall, fair, and free ; 
His race was aye a gallant band, 
A gallant youth was he. 
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He lov’d his king, his. country lov’d ; 
A trufty blade he bore 

To {mite their foes ; by fear unmov’d ; 
Their foes him dreaded fore. 


Yet gentle was he; too, and’kind, 
As kindeft friend might be ; 

For fill in braveft fouls, we find, 
Pwells fweet humanity. 


A youth fo brave, a youth fo mild, 
What lady would not love? 

Where’er he came, whene’er he fmil’d, 
In vain the fair ones ftrove 

To quench the foft, but dang’rous fame 
That in their bofoms glow’d ; 

The kindling blufh that went and came 
The fecret flame fill fhow’d. 


Amid the reft, a lovely maid, 
Maria hight was feen; 

Lovely her looks, her manners ftaid, 
But moft her mind, I ween, 


Did take who faw, meek was that mind 
As meekeft infant’s {miles ; 

And wife as age, nor yet inclind 

To cunning that beguiles. 
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Nor art nor cunning needed fhe, 
Her foul was fill’d with grace ; 

Sincerely good, and nobly free, 
Her foul beam’d in her face. 


In deftin’d hour young Sutherland 
Beheld the beauteous maid ; 

Her beauty could his youth withftand, 
Such beauty fo array’d ? 


Ah, no! hercharms, by Virtue dreft, 
Did feize the hero’s heart ; 
He lov’d, he courted, he was bleft = 
Death only could them part: — ; 


Nor that long time! — Lift to my tale, 
A tale of love and woe ; | 
If pity in your breaft prevail, | 
Lift, and a tear beftow. 


Midt all that worth and wealth combin’d, 
Which friends and fame confer, 

Of pleafure on the feeling mind, 
Did live this happy pair. 
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Their happinefs to crown, kind Heav’n 
Two pretty babes did lend ; 

Lent was the blefling, not fo giv’n, 

But for it Heav’n might fend. 
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And fend Heav’n did, ere long, for part, 
The eldeft was recall’d ; 

Both parents forely ru’d the fmart, 

r id 4 The {mart them both appali’d. 


Now firft appall’d, our warrior brave 
Sunk down in deep difmay ; 

And oft he view’d his darling’s grave, | 
His darling torn away. 


Fillheavy thoughts revolv’d too oft, 
Opprefs’d the fprings of life ; 
. His firength decay’d; his foul was foft, 
a) ; It bow’d beneath the ftrife, 


His friends to flee the fcene of grief 
Their prudent counfel gave ; 

(From objects new we meet relief) 
All fought the youth to fave. 


oy Bath’s balmy waters gently ttreain’d, 
ae Their genial aid to give; 
Each joy-infpiring naiad feem’d 
To bid the warrior live, 


Nathlefs the lurking ficknefy gains 
Faft on his weaken’d frame ; 

Till grown more bold, encreafing paing 

Reveal’d the fever’s fame. 
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Full thirty days and and thirty nights 
Maria tends his bed, 

To her what are the world’s delights, 
While there her lord is faid? 


To lull his anguifh, calm his mind, 
And hand the healing dofe, 

Was all her care: For this fhe pin’d 
For this fhe loft repole. 


* 
a 


At length her pious care prevail’d 
Pas) p 3 

$he. quell the fierce difeafe —— 
Might he but live, whate’er elfe fail’d, 


She reck’d not; pain would pleafe, —— 


Ah me! what tidings do I hear ? 
‘¢ She fickens, faints, and dies; 


*¢ Outworn with watching, grief. and fear 
5? & r) > 
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Huth! hide the woeful chance, look gay, 
And clofeft filence keep ; 


Or fmiling, fpite of forrow, fay, | 
“* The lady is afleep.” 


Say fo next day, try ev’ry art ——~ 
But ev’ry art is vain: 
Prolong’d iufpenfe, the wifhing heart 


. Refufeth to fuftain, 


Where 
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: Where is Maria dear,” he @ries, 
«¢ My charmer, where is fhe, 
 “Whofe looks were’ wont to chear my eyes ? 


«¢ Why doth fhe fly from mer 


iq LA «¢ Go, bring her; fay, poor Sutherland, 

De 66 Bereav’d of her, muft die: : 

« Make hafte — why do ye fpeechlef ftand ? 
¢¢ What means that fudden figh ? 


é¢ Alas! alas! Maria’s gone ; 
¢¢ J will not here abide ; 

«¢ We cannot part; we ftill are one” ——« 
He faid, then groan’d, and died, 


THE THIRD VOLUME. 
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